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TO THE 



LORD ELANDE, 



ELDEST SON TO THE 



RT. HON. THE MARQUIS OP HALIFAX. 



MY LORD^ 

jLt was not without a great deal of debate with 
myself^ that I could resolve to make this present to 
your Lordship: for though epistles dedicatory be 
lately grown so epidemical^ that either sooner or 
later^ no man of quality (whom the least author 
has the least pretence to be troublesome to) can 
escape them ; yet methought your Lordship should 
be as much above the common perplexities that 
attend your quality, as you are above the common 
level of it, as well in the most eitalted degrees of a 
noble generous spirit, as in a piercing apprehension, 
good understanding, and daily ripening judgment, 
all sweetened by an obliging affability and conde- 
scension ; of which I have often, in the honour of 
your conversation, had particular cause to be proud ; 
and for which, therefore, a more than ordinary 
reason now to be grateful. 
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2 DEDICATION. 

And it is upon that pretence^ I here presume to 
shelter this trifle under your protection ; for indeed 
it hath great need of such protection : having at its 
first coming into the world met with many enemies^ 
and very industrious ones too ; but this way I was 
sure it must live : Would he but once vouchsafe to 
espouse its defence, whose generosity will overthrow 
the ignoblest envy ; whose good nature cannot but 
confound the most inveterate malice, and whose wit 
must baflie the sauciest ignorance. 

My Lord, it would but argue .me of the meanest 
impertinence and formality, to pretend here an ha- 
rangue of those praises you deserve : for he who 
tells the world whose son you are, has said enough 
to those who did not know you; and the happy 
few, whom you have picked and chosen for your 
conversation, cannot but every hour you are pleased 
to bestow upon them, be sensible of more than I 
could tell them in a volume : your Lordship being 
the best panegyric upon yourself; the son of that 
great father of his country, who, when all manner of 
confusion, ruin, and destruction was breaking in 
upon, us, like the guardian angel of these kingdoms, 
stood up, and with the tongue of an angel too, 
confounded the subtleties of that infernal serpent, 
who would have debauched us from our obedience, 
and turned our Eden into a wilderness. Certainly 
his name must be for ever honourable, precious his 
memory, and happy his generation, who durst exert 
his loyalty, when it was grown almost a reproach to 
have any ; and stem a torrent of faction, popular 
fury, and fermenting rebellion, to the preserving 
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of the best of kings in his throne^ and the happiest 
of people in their liberties. 

May he live long to complete the reparations he 
has made in our defence; still, by the strength of his 
judgment, to foresee those evils that may yet threaten 
us^ and by the power of his wisdom to prevent 
them ; to root out the footing and foundations of 
the king^s open (nay, and bosom) enemies : as a 
watchful, bold, and sincere counsellor to his master ; 
to be a driver of treacherous, grinning, self-ended 
knaves, insinuating spies, and useless unprofitable 
fools from his service: a patron and promoter of 
honesty, merit, and ability,' which else too often^ 
by neglect, are corrupted to their contraries. ^ 

In fine to continue (as he is) a kind indulgent 
father to your Lordship, so much every way his son^ 
and fit to inherit his honours, as, in the strong and 
shining virtues of your mind, the fiked and steady 
disposition of your loyalty, the goodness and obliging 
temper of your nature, is apparent ; by which only 
I must ever humbly confess, and no presumptive 
merit of my own, I have been encouraged to take 
this opportunity of telling the world how much I 
desire to be thought 

Your Lordship'^ 

humble servant to be commanded, 

THO, OTWAY. 



PROLOGUE. 



THOUGH plays and prologues ne^er did more 
abound^ 
Ne*er were good prologues harder to be found. 
To me the cause seems easily understood : 
For there are poets prove not very goody 
Who like base sign-post daubersj wanting skill. 
Steal from great masters* hands, and copy ill. 
Thus, if by chance^ before a noble foast 
Of generous wit^ to whet and Jit your taste. 
Some poignant satire in a prologue riscj 
And growing vices handsomely chastise ; 
Each poetaster thence presumes on rulesy 
And ever after calls ye downright fools. 

These marks describe him 

Writing by rote ; small wit, or none to spare ; 
Jingle and chime* s his study j toil, and care : 
tie always in one line upbraids the age ; 
And a good reason why ; it rhymes to stage. 
With wit and pit he keeps a hideous pother ; 
Sure to be damned, by one, for want of toother : 
But if by chance, he gets the French word raillery ^ 
Lord, how hefegues the vizor-masques with gallery ! 

'Tis said, astrologers strange wonders Jind 
To come in two great planets lately joined. 
From our two houses joining, most will hold 
Vast deluges of dulness were foretold. 
Poor Holborn ballads now being borne away 
By tides of duller madrigals than they ; . 
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Jockeys and Jennys set to northern airs^ 
While lowly Thespis chaunts at country fairs. 
Politic ditties^full of sage debate j 
And merry catches now to rule the state. 
Vicars neglect their /locks, to turn translators. 
And barky-water wney-fac^d beaux write satires ; 
Though none can guess to which most praise belongs j 
To the learned versions, scandals, or the songs* 
For all things now by contraries succeed ; 
Of wit or virtue there* s no longer need : 
Beauty submits to him who loudest rails ; 
She fears the saucy fop, and he prevails. 
Who for his best preferment would devise. 
Let him renounce all honesty, and rise. 
Villains and parasites success will gain ; - 
But in the court of wit shall dulness reign 9 
No : let the angry * squire give his iambicks o^er, ^ 
Twirl cravat-strings, but write lampoons no more ; 
Rhymesters get wit, ere they pretend to shoto it, 
Nor think a game at cramboe makes a poet : 
Else is our author hopeless of success. 
But then his study shall be next time less : 
HeUlfnd out ways to your applause more easy ; 
That is, write worse and worse, 'till he can please ye. 



DRAMATIS PERSON^. 



MEN. 

Father to Beaugard. 

Beaugard. 

Courtine. 

Daredevil. 

TheodoreU 

Gratian. 

Rosard^ Gratian^ s man. 

Plunder^ Beaugard^ s man* 



WOMEN. 

Porcia. 

Lucretia. 

Sylvia^ Courtine^s wife. • 

Mrs. Furnish^ an Exchange-fwoman. 

Phillis^ P orders woman. 

Chloris^ LucretiiCs woman. 



Six Ruffians J Footmen^ a Dwarfs and Page. 



THE ATHEIST; 



OR< 



THE SECOND PART 



OF 



THE SOLDIER'S FORTUNE^ 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Beaugard and his Father. ' 

Beau. Sir, I say, and say again, no matrimony ; 
I'll not be noosed. Why, I beseech you, sir, tell 
me plainly and hirfyy what have I done, that I 
deserve to be married } 

Father. Why, sauce-box, I, your old fiither, was 
married before you were bom. 

Beau. Ay, sir, and I thank you, the next thing 
you did was, you begot me; the consequence of 
which was as follows : As soon as I was born, you 
sent me to nurse, where - 1 sucked two years at the 
dirty dugs of a foul-feeding witch, that lived in a 
thatched sty upon the neighbouring common ; as 
soon as I was big enough, that you might be rid of 
me, you sent me to a place called a school, to be 
slashed and boxed by a ttiick-fisted blockhead, that 
could not read himself; where I learned no letters. 
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nor got no meat^ but such as th^ old succubus his 
wife bought at a stinking price, so over-run with 
vermin that it used to crawl nome after her. 

Father. Sirrah, it was the more nourishing, and 
made such young, idle whoresons as you fat, fat, 
you rogue. I remember the young dog at twelve 
years old had a broad, shining, pufied, bacon face, 
like a cherubim ; and now he won't marry. 

Beau* My next removal was home again ; and 
then you did not know what to do with me further, 
till after a twelvemonth's deliberation, out of abund- 
ance of fatherly affection and care of your posterity, 
you very civilly ani fairly turned me out of your 
doors. 

Father. The impudent, termagant, unruly varlet 
rebelled with too much plenty, and took up arms 
against my concubine. Turned you out of my 
doors ! 

Beau. Yes, turned me out of doors, sir. 

Father. Had I not reason, master Hector ? 

Beau. As I had then, so I have now too, sir, 
more manners than to dispute the pleasure of a 
father. 

Father. Nay, the rogue has breeding; that's 
the truth on't; the dog would be a very pretty 
fellow, if I could but persuade him to marry. 

Beau. Turned out of doors as I was, you may 
remember, sir, you gave me not a shilling; my 
industry and my virtue was all I had to trust to. 

Father. Bless us all! Industry and virtue, quoth a! 
Nay, I have a very virtuous son and heir of him, 
that's the truth on*t. 

Beau. Till at last a good uncle, who now, peace 
be with his soul, sleeps with his fathers, bestowed 
a portion of two hundred pounds upon me, with 
which I took shipping and set sail for the coast of 
Fortune. 
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Father. That is to say^ you went to the wars, to 
learn the liberal arts of murder, whoredom, burnings 
ravishing, and a few other necessary accom^ish- 
^ ments for a young gentleman to set up a livelihood 
withal, in this civil government, where (Heaven 
be praised) none of those virtues need grow 
rusty. 

Beau. Sir, I hope I have brought you no dis- 
honour home with me. 

Father. Nay, the Scanderbeg monkey has not 
behaved himself unhandsomely, that's the truth of 
the business ; but the varlet won't marry : the dog 
has got two thousand pound a year left him by an 
old curmudgeonly mouldy uncle, and I can't per- 
suade him to marry. 

Beau. Sir, that curmudgeonly mouldy uncle you 
speak of was your elder brother, and never married 
in all his life : he dying, bequeathed me two thou- 
sand pound a year : you, sir, the younger brother, 
and my honoured lather, have been married, and 
are not able, for ought I can perceive, to leave me 
a bent nine-pence. So, sir, I wish you a great deal 
of health, long life, and merry as it has been hi- 
therto : but for marriage, it has thriven so very ill 
with my family already, that I am resolved to have 
nothing to do with it. 

Father. Here's a rogue ! here's a villain ! Why, 
sirrah, you have lost all grace ; you have no duty 
left; .you are a rebel : I shall see you haqged, 
sirrah. Come, come, let me examine you a little, 
while I think on't : What religion are you of? 
hah ? 

Beau. Sir, I hope you took care, after I was 
born, to see me christened. 

Father. Oh Lord ! christened ! here's an atheist- 
ical n^e, thinks he has religion enough, if he can 
but call himself a christian ! 
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Beau. Why, sir, would you have me disown my 
baptism ? 

Father. No, sirrah : but I would have you own 
what sort of a christian you are though. 

Beau. What sort, sir? 

Father. Ay sir, what sort, sir ? 

Beau. Why, of the honester sort. 

Father. As if there were not knaves of all sorts! 

Beau. Why then, sir, if that will satisfy you, I 
am of your sort. 

Father. And that, for aught you know, may be 
of no sort at all. 

Beau. But, sir, to make short of the matter, I 
am of the religion of my country, hate persecution 
and penance, love conformity, which is going to 
church once a month, well enough ; resolve to make 
this transitory life as pleasant and delightful as I 
can; and for some sober reasons best known to 
myself, resolve never to marry. 

Father. Look me in the face; stand still, and 
look me in the face. So you won't marry ? 

Beau. No, sir. 

Father. Oh Lord ! 

Beau. But I'll do something that shall be more 
for your good, and perhaps may please you as well. 
Knowing fortune, of late, has not been altogether so 
good^atured as she might have been, and that your 
revenues are something anticipated, be pleased, sir, 
to go home as well satisfied as you can, and my 
servant shall not fail to meet you at your lodgings, 
with a hundred smiling smock-faced guineas within 
this half-hour : Now who the devil would marry ? 

Father. Nobody that has half an ounce of brains 
in his noddle. The ungodly good-natured rogue 
is in the right on't; damnably, damnably in the 
right on't 

Beau. So here's a father for you now ! 
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Father. But look you^ Jack, now^ little Jack^ 
two thousand pounds a*year ! Why, thou wilt be a 
damnably rich rogue now, if thou dost not niany ; 
though I know thou wilt live bravely and ddi- 
ciously, eat and drink nobly, have always half a 
dozen honest, jolly, true-spirited, sprightly friends 
about thee, and so forth, hah ! then for marriage, 
to speak the truth on't, it is at the best but a chaise- 
able, vexatious, uneasy sort of life ; it ruined me, 
Jack; utterly ruined thy poor old father. Jack. 
Thou wilt be sure to remember the hundred pound, 
Jaokie-boy, hah? 

Beau* Most punctually, sin 

Father. Thou shalt always, every now and then 
that is, lend thy old fiither a hundred pound, or so^ 
upon a good occasion, Jack, after this manner, in a 
fnendly way : you must make much of your old 
daddy, Jack: but if thou hast no mind to't, the 
truth on't is, I would never have Aee marry.^ 

Beau* Not marry, sir ? 

Father. Na 

Beau. No? 

Father. No. A hundred pound, Jack^ is a pretty 
Kttle round sum. 

Beau. I'll not fail of sending it. 

Father. Then, Jack, it will do as well to let thy 
man come to me to Harry the Eighth's H^kd, in 
the Back*8treet, behind my lodgings : there's a cup 
of smart racy Canary, Jack, that will make an old 
fellow's heart as light as a feather. Ah, little Jackie* 
rogue, it glorifies through the glass, and the nits 
dance about in it like atoms in the sun-shine, you 
young dog. 

Beau. Do you intend to dine there, sir ? 

Father. Ay, man, I have two or three bonny old 
Tilbury Roysterers, with delicate red faces, and 
bald crowns^ that have obliged me to meet them 
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them there ; they helped me to spend my estate 
when I was young, and the rogues are grateful, and 
don't forsake me now I am grown poorish and old.-^ 
Almost twelve o'clock. Jack. 

Beau. I'll be sure to remember, sir. 

Father. And thou wilt never marry. 

Beau. Never, I hope, sir. 

Father. Ah, you wicked-hearted rogue, I know 
what you will do then, that will be worse ; though 
I think, not much worse neither. Would I were a 
young fellow again, but to keep him company for 
one week or a fortnight A hundred guineas ! e e e e! 
Db'uy Jack, You'll remember ? iSce thee again to- 
morrow, Jack, — Poor Jack ! dainty canary — ^and a 
delicate black-eyed wench at the bar ! Db'uy Jack. 

Beau. Adieu, father. — ^Fourbine.. 

Enter Fourdine. 

Four. Did your honour call ? 

Beau. Take a hundred guineas out of the cabinet, 
and carry them after the old gentleman to his place 
of rendezvous. This father of mine (Heaven be 
thanked) is a very ungodly father : He was in his 
youth just such another wicked fellow as his son 
John here ; but he had no estate, there I have the 
better of him : for out of mere opinion of my good 
husbandry, my uncle thought fit to disinherit the 
extravagant old gentleman, and leave all to me. 
Then he was married, there I have the better of him 
again; yet he married a fortune of ten thousand 
pounds, and before I was seven years old, had broke 
my mother's heart, and spent three parts of her 
portion : aflerwards he was pleased to retain a cer- 
tain familiar domestick, called a house-keeper, which 
I one day to shew my breeding, called whore; and 
was fidrly turned a starving for it. Now he has no 
way to squeeze me out of contribution, but by taking 
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up his fatherly authority, and offering to put the 
penal law called marrii^ in execution. • I must e'en 
get him a governor^ and send him with a pension 
into the country : aye, it must be so, for, wedlock, 
I deny thee ; fadier. Til supply thee ; and pleasure, 
I will have thee. Who's there ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Oh, sir, the most fortunate tidings ! 

Beau. What is the matter ? 

Serv. Captain Courtine ! your old acouaintanoe, 
friend, and comrade, is just arrived out of the coun- 
try, and desires to see you, sir. 

Beau. Courtine ! Wait on him up, you dog, with 
reverence and honour. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cour. Dear Beaugard I 

Beau. Ah, Friend T — ^from the very tenderest part 
of my heart I was just now wishing for thee. Why 
thou lookest as like a married man already, with as 
grave a fatherly family countenance, as ever I saw. 

Caur. Ay, Beaugard, I am married, that is my* 
comfort : But you, I hear, have had worse luck of 
late: an old uncle dropped into the grave, and two 
thousand pounds a-year into your pocket, BeauganL 

Beau. A small conv^niency, Ned, to make my 
happiness hereafter a little more of a piece than it 
ha» been hitherto, in the enjoyment of such hearty, 
sinc^«9 honest friends, and good-natured fellows, 
as thou art. 

Cour. Sincere, honest friends ! have a care there, 
Beaugard— I am, since I saw thee, in a few words^ 
grown an errant rascal ; and, for good-nature, it is 
the very thing I have solemnly forsworn : No, I am 
married. Jack, in the devil's name, I am married. 

Beau. Married I That is, thou callest a wonuin 
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thou likest by the name of wife ; wife and t'other 
thing begins with a letter. Thou liest. with her 
when thy. appetite calls thee, keepest the ehildreo 
thou begettest of her body; allowest her meat^ 
drink, and garments, fit for her quality, and thy 
fortune ; and when she grows heavy upon thy 
. hands, what a pox, it is but a separate maintenance, 
kiss and part, and there is an end of the business. 

Cour* Alas, Beaugard, thou art utterly mistaken : 
Heaven^ knows it is quite on the contrary : For I am 
forced . to call a woman I do not like, by the name 
of wife ; and lie with her, for the most part, with no 
appetite at all ; must keep the children that for aueht 
1 know, any body else may beget of her body; 
and for food and rayment, by her good will she 
would have them both fresh three times a-day: 
Then for kiss and part, I may kiss and kiss my 
heart out, but the devil a bit shall I ever get rid of 
her. 

Beau. Alas, poor husband ! but art thou really 
in this miserable condition ? 

Cour. Ten times worse, if possible ; by the virtue 
•of matrimony, and long cohabitation, we are grown 
so really one flesh, that I have no more inclination 
to hers, than to eat a piece of my own. Then her 
ladyship is so jealous, that she does me the honour 
to make me stallion-general to the whole parish, 
from the parson's importance, in paragon, to the 
cobler*s scolding wife that drinks brandy and smokes 
loathsome tobacco. In short. Jack, she has so or- 
dered the business, that I am half weaiy of the 
world, wish all mankind hanged, and have not 
laughed these six months. 

Beau* Ha, ha, ha! 

Cour. Why, thou canst laugh, I see, though. 

Beau. Ay, Ned, I have two thousand pounds 
per annum, Ned, old rents and well tenanted ; have 
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no wife^ nor ever will have any, Ned ; resolve to 
make my days of mortality all joyful, and nights 
pleasurable, with some dear, lovesome, young, bnii* 
tifiil, kind, generous she, that every night shall bring 
me all the joys of a new bride, and none of the vex* 
ations of a worn-out, insipid, troublesome, jealous 
wife; wifis, Ned. 

Caur. But where lies this treasure ? where is such 
a jewel to be found ? 

Beau. Ah, rogue! Do you despise your own 
manna indeed, and long after quails? Why, thou 
unconscionable hobnail, thou country coulstaff, thou 
absolute piece of thy own dried dirt, wouldst thou 
have the impudence, with that hideous beard, and 
grisly countenance, to make thy appearance before 
the footstool of a bona roba that I aelight in ? For 
shame, get off that Smithfield horse-courser's equip- 
age ; appear once more like Courtine the gay, the 
witty, and unbounded, with joy in thy face, and 
love in thy blood, money in thy pockets, and good 
clothes on thy back, and then JTll try to give thee a 
recipe that may pur^e away those foul humours 
matrimony has bred m thee, and fit thee to relish 
the sins of thy youth again* Bless us! What a 
beard is there ? It puts me in mind of the blazing 
star. 

Cour* Beard, Beaueard ! Why, I wear it on pur- 
pose, man ; I have wished it a furze-bush a thousand 
times, when I have been kissing my 

• Beoii. Whom ? 

Cour. Wife. ^Let me never live to bury her, 

if the word wife does not stick in my thix)at. 

Be(m. Then this peruke I Why, it makes thee 
shew like the sign of a head looking out at a barber*s 
window* 

Cmir. No more, no more ; all shall be rectified : 
For, to deal with thee as honestly, as a fellow in my 
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damned condition can do, e're I resolved absolutely 
to bang myself, I thought there might be some re- 
medy left ; and that was this dear town, and thy 
dear friendship : so that, in short, I am very fairly 
run away ; pretended a short journey to visit a friend, 
but came to London ; and if it be possible, will not 
see country, wife, nor children again these seven 
years. Therefore, pr'ythee, for my better- encou- 
ragement, tell me a little what sins are stirring in 
this noble metropolis, that I may know my business 
the better, and fall to it as fast as I can. 
' Beau. Why, faith, Ned, considering the plot, 
the danger of the times, and some other obstructions 
of trade and commerce, iniquity in general has not 
lost much ground. There is cheating and hypocrisy 
still in the city; riot and murder in the suburbs; 
grinning, lying, fiiwning, flattery, and false promising 
at court ; assignations at Covent-Garden church ; 
cuckolds, whores, pimps^ panders, bawds, and their 
diseases, all over the town. 

Cour. But what choice spirits, what extraordinary 
rascals may a man oblige his curiosity withal ? 

Beau. 1*11 tell thee. In the first place, we are 
over-run with a race of vermin they call wits, a 
generation of insects that are always making a noise, 
and buzzing about your ears, concerning poets, 
plays, lampoons, libels, songs, tunes, soft scenes, 
love, ladies, perukes, and cravat-strings, French 
conquests, duels, religion, snuff-boxes, points, gar- 
nitures, milled-stockings, Fourbet's academy, po- 
litics, parliament-speeches, and every thing else 
which they do not understand, or would have the 
world think they did. 

Cour. And are all these wits ? 

Beau. Yes, and be hanged to them, these are the 
wits. 

Cour. I never knew one of these wits in my life. 
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that did DQt deserve to be pilloried ; twenty to one 
]£ half of theoi can read^ and yet they will ven- 
ture at learning aa femiliarly, as if they had been 
bred in the Vatican. One of them told me one day^ 
he thought Plutarch well done would make, the b^t 
English heroick poem in the world. Besides^ they 
will rail^ cavil^ censure^ and, what is worst of allj 
make jests ; the dull rogues will jest^ though they 
do it as awkwardly as a. tarpawling would ride the 
great horse. I hate a pert, dull, jesting rogue fix>m 
the bottom of my heart. 

Beau* But above all, the most abominable is 
your witty squire, your young heir that is very 
witty ; who having newly been discharged from the 
discretion of a governor and come to keep his own 
money, gets into a cabal of coxcombs of the third 
form, who will be sure to cir him up for a fine per- 
son, that he may think all them so. 

Caur» Oh, your asses know one anotber^s nature 
exactly, and are always ready to nabble, because it 
is the certain "way to be nabbled again : But, above 
all the rest, what think you of the Atheist ? 

Bemi. By this good light, thou hast prevented 
me : I have one ibr thee of that kind, the most in- 
imitable varlet, and the most insuflerable stinkard 
living ; one that has doubts enough to turn to all 
religions, and yet would fain pretend to be of none : 
in short, a chnt, that would have you of opinion 
that he believes neither heaven nor hell, and yet 
never feels so much as an ague fit, but he is 
•afraid of being damned. 

Cour^ That must 'be a very noble champion, and 
certainly an original. 

Beau. The villain has less sincerity than a bawd, 
less courage than a hector, less good-nature than a 
hangman, and less charity than a fanatick ; talks of 
religion, and church*worship as familiarly as a littlt 

VOL. II. C 
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courtier does of the maids of honour ; and swears 
the king deserves to be chained out of the city, for 
su^ring zealous fools to build PauFs again, when it 
would make so proper a place for a citadel. 

Cour. A very worthy member of a Christian 
commonwealth, that is the truth on*t. 

Beau. I am intimately acquainted with him. 

. Conr. I honour you for it with all my heart, sir. 

Beau. After aH, the rogue has some other little 
tiny vices, that are not very ungrateful. 

Cour. Very probable. 

Beau. He makes a very eood-— odd man at ballum 
rancum, or so ; that is, wnen the rest of the com- 
pany is coupled, will take care to see there is good. at- 
tendance paid ; and when we have a mind to make a 
ballum of it indeed, there is no lewdness so scandal- 
ous that he will not be very proud to have the 
honour to be put upon. 

Cour. A very necessary instrument of damnation, 
truly. 

Beau. Besides, to give the devil his due, he is 
seldom impertinent ; but, barring his darling 
topic, blasphemy, a companion pleasant enough. 
Shall I recommend him to thy service ? 1*11 enter 
into bonds of five hundred pounds, that he teaches 
thee as good a way to get rid of that whip and a bell, 
called thy wife, as thy heart would wish for. 

Cour. And that is no small temptation, I assure 
you. 

Enter a boy with a letter. 

Boy. Sir! 

Beau* My child 1 

Cour. A pimp, for a guinea, he speaks so gently 
to him. 

Beau. Tell her she has undone me, she has chosen 
the only way to enslave me utterly ; tell her, my 
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soul, my life, my future happiness, my present for- 
tune, are only what she'll make them. 

Boy. At seven, sir. 

Beau. Most in&llibly. 

Cour. Ay, ay, 'tis so: Now what a damned 
country-itch have I to dive into the secret I Beau* 
gard ! Beaugard, are all things in a readiness ) the 
husband out of the way, the family disposed of? 
Come, come, come, no trifling ; be fiee-hearted and 
friendly. 

Beau. You are married, Ned, you are married ; 
that is all I have to say : you are married. 

Caur. Let a man do a foolish thing once in his 

life*time, and he shall always hear of it Married^ 

quoth 'a ; pr'ythee be patient : I was married about 
a twelve month ago, but that is past and forgotten. 
Come, come, communicate, communicate, if thou 
art a friend, communicate. 

Beau. Not a tittle. I have conscience, Ned, 
conscience ; though I must confess it is not alto- 
gether so gentlemanlike a companion : but what a 
scandal would it be upon a man of my sober de- 
meanor and character, to have the unmerciful tongue 
of thy legitimate spouse roaring against me, for de- 
bauching her natural husband ! 

Cour* It has been otherwise, sir. 

Beau. Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtine, when 
thou wert in possessi^ of thy natural freedom, and 
mightest be trusted with a secret of this dear nature ; 
when 1 might have opened this billet, and shewed 
thee this bewitcljing name at the bottom : but woe 
and alas! O matrimony, matrimony 1 what a blot 
art thou in an honest fellow's scutcheon ! 

Cour* No more to be said ; I'll into the country 
again, like any discontented statesman ; get drunk 
every night with an adjacent schoolmaster; beat 
my wife to a downright housekeeper ; get all my 

c 2 
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maid-servantfl every year with bagtards, till I com- 
inand a seraglio five miles round my own palace, 
and be beholding to no man of two thousand pounds 
a-year for a whore, when I want one. 

Beau. Good words, Ned, good words, let me ad- 
vise you ; none of your marriage-qualities of scolding 
and railing, now you are got out of the turbulent 
element* Come hither, come ; but first let u« ca- 
pitulate ; Will you promise me upon your conjugal 
credit, to be very governable, and very civil ? 

Caur. As any made spaniel, or hang me up for 
a cur. 

Beau. Then this note, this very billet, Ned, 
comes from a woman, who, when I was strolling very 
pensively last Sunday to church, watched her oppor- 
tunity, and poached me up for 4l)e service of Satan. 

Cour. Is she very haadsome, Beaugard ? 

Beau. These country squiJes, when they get up 
to town, are as termagant after a wench, as a tiecl- 
up hungry cur, got loose from kennel, is after crusts. 
Very handsome, said you r Let me see : no, not very 
handsome neither ; but shell pass, Ned, shell pass. 

Cofir. Young? 

Beau. About eighteen. 

Cour. Oh Lord ! 

Beau. Her complexion fair, with a glowing blush 
always ready in her cheeks, that looks as nature 
were watching every. opportunity to seize and run 
away with her. 

dour. Oh the devil, the devil ! this is intolerable. 

Beau. Her eyes black, sparkling, sprightful, hot, 
and piercing. 

Cour. TTie veiy description of her shoots me 
through my liver. 

Beau. Her hair of a delicate light amber-brown, 
curling in huge rings, and of a great quantity. 

Cour. So. 
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Beau. Her forehead large^ majestip^ aad generous. 

Caur^ Very well. 

Beau* Her nose neat^ and well-fitshioned. ■ 

Caur. Good. 

Beau. With a delicious^ little^ pretty^ smiling 
mouth. 

Cour. Oh! 

Beau^^ Plump^ red^ blub lips. 

Cour. Ah h 

Beau. Teeth whiter than so many little pearls ; 
a bewitching neck^ and tempting^ rising, swelling 
breasts. 

Cour. Ah h h h h 

Beau. Then wch a proportion^ such a shape^ 
such a waist 

Cour. Hold : Go no lower, if thou Iov*st me. 

Beau. But, by your leave, friend, I hope to go 
something lower,, if she loves me. 

Cour. But art thou, certain, Beaugard, sHe is all 
this thou hast told me r So fair^ so temptiqg^ so 
lovely, so bewitching ? 

Beau. No; for, you must know, ^^ never saw 
her face in my life : but I love my own pleasure so 
well, that ril imagine all this, and ten times more, 
if it be possible. 

Cour. Where li%'es she ? 

Beau. That I know not neither; but my orders are 
to meet her fairly and squarely this evening by seven, 
at a certain civil person's shop in the upper walk, at 
the New Exchange, where she promises to be vf ry 
good-natured, and let me know, more of her mind. 
Cour. FU e*en go hon;ie, like a raisei-able block- 
bead as I am, to my lodgings and sleep. 

Beau. No, Ned : thou knowest my good chances 
have always been lucky to thee: who can tell but 
this lady-errant that has seized upon my person 
may have a straggling companion, or so, not un- 
worthy my friend. 
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Cour. It is impossible. 

Beau. Not at all ; for^ to deal heartily with thee 
in this business^ though I never saw her face, or 
know who she is, yet thus far I am satisfied, she is 
a woman very witty, very well bred, of a pleasant 
conversation, with a generous disposition, and, what 
is better than all, if I am not extremely misinformed, 
of noble quality, and damnable rich. Such a one 
cannot want good, pretty, little under sinners, Ned, 
that a man may fool away an hour or too withal 
very comfortably. 

Cour. Why then I'll be a man again. Wife, 
avaunt, and come hot near my memory ; impotence 
attends the very thoughts of thee. At seven, you 
say, this evening ? 

Beau. Precisely. 

Cour. And shall I go along wkh thee, for, a small 
venture in this love-voyage ? 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Cour. But how shall we dispose of the burden- 
some time, 'till the happy minute smiles upon us ? 

Beau. With love's best friend, and our honest 
old acquaintance, edifying champaign, Ned ; and 
for good company, though it be a rarity, I'll carry 
thee to dine with the best I can meet with, where 
we'll warm our blood and thoughts, with generous 
glasses, and free-hearted converse, 'till we forget the 
worlds and think of nothing but immortal beauties, 
and eternal loving. 

Cour. Then here I strike the league with thee : 
And now 
Methinks we're both upon the wing together. 
Bound for new realms of joy and lands of pleaspre: 1 
Where men were never yet enslav'd by wiving, 
But all their cares are handsomely contriving 
Timprove the noble arts of perfect living. 

[^Exeunt. 
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Acrn. 

SCENE L 

Enter Courtine and Beaugard. 

Caur. But was that thy father ? 

Beau. Yes, that civil, sober, old gentleman, Cour- 
tine, is my father : and, to tell the truth, as wicked 
and as poor as ever his son was. I sent him a cor- 
dial of a hundred guineas this morning, which he 
will be sure to lose before to-morrow morning, and 
not have a shilling to help himself. 

Cour. Methought, as i looked into the room, he 
rattled the box with a great deal of grace^ and swore 
half a dozen rappers very youthfully. 

Beau. Pr*ythee no more on*t, *tis an irreverent 
theme, and next to Atheism. I hate making merry 
with the frailties of my father. 

Cour. But then as to the lady, Beaugard. 

Beau. 'Tis near the hour appointed, and that is 
the shop we meet at ; the mistress of it, Courtine, is 
a hearty well-wisher to the mathematics ; and her 
influence, I hope, may have no ill effect o*er my 
adventure. 

Cour. Methinks this place looks as it were made 
for loving: the lights on each hand of the walk 
look stately ; and then the rustling of silk petticoats, 
the din and tlie chatter of the pretty little party- 
coloured parrots, that hop and flutter from one side 
to the other, puts every sense upon its proper office, 
and sets the wheels of nature flnely moving. 

Beau* Would the lady of my motion would make 
haste, and be punctual ; the wheels of my nature 
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move so fast else, that the weight will be down be- 
fore she conies. 

Mrs* Fur. Gloves^- or -ribbands, sir? Very good 
gloves or ribbands, choice of fine essences. Cap- 
tain Beau^rd, shall I sell you nothing to-day ? 

Beau. Truly, Mistress Furnish, I am come to 
lay out a heart at 'your shop this evening, if my 
pretty merchant-adventurer don't fail to meet me 
here. 

Mrs. Fur. What, she that spoiled your devotion 
on Sunday last, captain ? 

Beau. Dost thou know her, my little Furnish ? 

Mrs. Fur. There is a certain lady in the world, 
sir, that has done me the honour lo let me see her 
at my poor shop sometimes. 

Enter Porcia masked j and stands behindl&iBMJGAKD. 

Beau. And is she very lovely ? 

Mrs. Fur. What think you, sir ? 

Beau. Faith, charitably enough. 

Mrs. Fur. I'll swear she is obliged to you. 

Beau. And I would very fain be obliged to 
her too, if 'twere possible. Will she be here to- 
night ? 

Por. Yes, marry will she, captain. 

Beau. Are you there indeed, my little picaroon ? 
What, attack a man of war of my burden in the 
stern, pirate! 

Por. Lord, how like a soldier you are pleased to 
express yourself, now ! I warrant you, to carry on 
the metaphor, you have forty more merry things to 
say to me upon this occasion ; as plying your chase- 
guns, laying yourself athwart my hawser, boarding 
me upon the forecastle, clapping all under hatches, 
carrymg off the prize to the next port of security, 
and there rummaging and rifling her. Alas, poor 
captain I 
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Cour. Poor, madam? he has two tbonaand a 
year, and nothing but an old iatJler to provide for. 

JPor. Sir, is this fine, sober, brown^iearded gen- 
tleman to be your steward, he understands your 
afiairs so well already ? 

Beau. The truth on t is^^. madam, he does wait 
for an office under me, and may in time, if he be- 
haves himself handsome, come to preferment. 

Cour* This I have got by my beard already. If 
she should but know me. now. 

Beau. Well, madam, are your commands ready ? 
May I know the task I am to undertake, before I 
lay claim to the happiness of seeing that handsome^ 
homely, fair, blacK> young, anoicat, tempting, or 
frightfiil . faee which you conceal «o milliciaualy ? 
For, hang me, as I have deserved long ago, if I 
know what to makeofdiis eactiaordinary proceedii^ 
of yours. 

Por. In the first place, captain, this free of 
mine, be it what it will, if you behave yourself as 
you should do, shall never put you out of counte- 
nance. 

Beau. In troth, and that's said kindly. 

Por. For I am young, captain. 

Beau. Vm glad on*t; with all my heart. 

Bor. And if the world speaks truth, not veiy 

ugly. 

Beau. So much the better still. 

Por. Next, I'm no hypocrite. 

Beau. Ha! 

Por. But love my pleasures, and will hold my 
liberty. 

Beau. Noble. 

Por. I am rich, too. 
'Beau. Better and better. 

Por. But what's worst of all 

Beau^ Out with it. 
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Por. I doubt I am sillily in love. 

Cour. With whom, dear miracle ? 

Por. Not with a married man, sweet Monsieur 
Courtine. 

Cour. Confound her, but she knows me 
Why, good madam 

Peau. Nay, friend, no ruffling; keep your ar- 
ticles and keep your distance. 

Por. Have you then made your escape, sir, 
fron^ your dear wife, the lady-tyrant of your en- 
dianted castle in the country, to run a wandering 
after new adventures here ? Oh all the windmills 
about London, beware ! 

C(mr* Ay, and the watermills too, madam.— -In 
• the devil's name, what will become of me. 

Por. For the Quixotte of the country is abroad ; 
murder by his side, enterprises in his head, and 
horror in his face. 

Cour. Oh Lord ! 

Peau. Do you know this friend of mine then, 
madam \ 

Pot. I have heard of such a hero, that was very 
&mous about two years since for selling himself to 
a plantation in the country for five thousand pounds : 
was not that the price, sir ? 

CouT. Your ladyship is pleased to be very free, 
madam ; that's all. 

Por. So were you at that time, sir, or you had 
never parted with your dear liberty on such rea- 
sonable terms, surely. Bless us! had you but 
looked about you a little, what a market might have 
been made of that tall, proper, promising person of 
your's! that — 

Cour. Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 

Por. That face, which now, oveip*own with rue- 
ful beard, looks as you had stole it from the re- 
tinue of a Russian embassy ! Fough ! I fancy all 
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fellows that are married smell of train-oil and 
garlick. 

Beau. And yet, twen^ to one, that is a stinking 
condition youll have a aesign to seduce some poor 
doating monster or another into, one day. 

Por. Never, by that badge of slavery, his beard 
there. 

Beau. How that dear protestation has charmed 
me! 

Cour. On my conscience I myself could be -half 
reconciled to her again too. 

Par. In short, to give you one infallible argument 
that I never wiil marry, I have been married al* 
ready, that is, sold : for, being the daughter of a 
very rich merchant, who dying left me the only 
heiress of an immense fortune, it was my ill luck 
to fall into the hands of guardians, that, to speak 
properly, were rascals; for in a short time they 
conspired amongst themselves, and for base bribes, 
betrayed, sold, and married me to a— 4iusband, 
that's all. 

Beau. In troth, and thaf s enough in conscience : 
but where is this husband ? 

Por. Heaven be thanked, dead and buried, cap- 
tain. 

Beau. Amen, with all my heart 

Cour. A widow, by my manhood ; a downright 
bawdy widow. 

Por. What would your cream-pot in the country 
give for that title, think you ? 

Cour. Not more than I would, that thy husband 
were alive again to revenge my quarrel on thee. 

Beau. And whafs to be done, thou dear one ? 

Par. Look upon me as a lady in distress, captain ; 
and, by the honour of a soldier consider on some way 
for my deliverance. 

Beau. From what ? Where is the danger ? 
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For* lEtvery way it threatens me: for into the 
very hands my ill fortune threw me before^ has it 
betrayed me again^ friend. 

Beau. Hah! 

Por. The principal is an uncle^ old, jealous, ty- 
^nnical and covetous. 

Beau. Hell confound him for it. 

Por. My fortune lying most in his hands, obliged 
me upon my widowhood to give up myself again 
tiieretoo, where he has secured and conQned me 
vrith more tyranny, than if I had been a prisoner 
for murder; guards me day and night with ill- 
looked rogues, that wear Idhg, broad, terrible 
swords, and stand centinel up and down the house 
with musketoops and blunderbusses. 

Cour. jSo, hei)e*s like to be some mischief going 
forward, that's one comfort. 

Por* Murder and marriage are the two dreadful 
things I seem to be threatened with: now guess 
what pity it is that ever either of those misdiiefs 
should fall upon me. 

Beau. By the gallant spirit that's in thee, I'll 
£urly be gibbeted first. 

Por. No need of that, captain, neither ; for, to 
shew you I deserve your protection, I have had the 
courage to break gaol, run away, and make my 
escape hither, purely to keep my word with, you. 
Deal like a man of honour by me ; and when the 
storm that will follow is a little blown over, here's 
a white hand upon't, I'll not be ungrateful. 

Beau. And in token I believe thee, I'll kiss it 
most religiously. 

Caur. Why the devil did I marry ? Madam, one 
word with you : Have you never a married. lady of 
your acquaintance, that's as good-natured as you, 
and wocdd fain be a widow as you are, too ? 

Por. Why do ycMi ask ? 
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Caur. Because I would cut her hoabakid's throat, 
and make her one for my own proper use. 

For. I'll ask your own lady, sir, that question, 
next time I see her, if you pkue* 

Caur. Why, dost thou know her tben ? 

Par. Yes. 

Caiir« Then I may chance shortly to have a fine 
time on't : I have made a pretty evening'a work of 
this. Heavens be praised. 

Enter two Men disguiaed. 

1 Man. Run away lewdly! Damnalibii! 

2 Man. Look. 

1 Man.' Bv Heaven it must be she. 

H Man. Tne men are well armed. 

I Man. No matter ; we must carry her, or all's 
loM else. 

H Man. I'll not shrink from vou. 

1 Man. That*s well said«-«ir, if jrou please, a 
word with you. 

Beau, with me, sirr 

1 Man. Yes. 

Beau. Courtine, be civil a little. 

1 Man. Sir^ it is my misfortune to be concerned 
for the honour of a lady tlmt has not been alto- 
gether so careful of herself as she ought to have 
been. 

Beau. I am sony for it, sir. 

1 Man. You being a gentleman whose character 
I have had an advantageous account of, I would 
make it my petition to you, if she be of your ac- 
quaintance, not to engage yourself in any thing 
that may give me occasion to be your enemy. 

Beau. Sir, I should be highly glad of any brave 
man's friendship, and should be troubled if I appear 
concerned in any thing that may hazard the loss of 
yours. 
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1 Man. That lady, sir, you talked withaFs-— 

^tau. My mistress, sir. 

1 Man. Mistress ? 

^tau. Yes, mistress, sir: I love her, doat on 
her, am damnably in love with her ; she is under 
my protection too, and whenever there's occasion^ 
as iar as this sinful body of mine will bear me out 
in it, 1*11 defend her. 

1 Man. Do you know her ? 

Beau. Not so well as I would do, sir. 

1 Man. What*8 her name ? 

Beau. A secret. 

1 Man. She must along with me, sir. 
Beau. No, that must not be, sir. 

2 Maff. This lady, si r 

Cour. You lie, sirrah — Hah ! — ^Beaugard ! 

[^Draw andjight. Portia runs away squeak-- 
ing. CouRTiNE disarms his adversarjfy 
and comes up to Beaugard. 
Beau. Stand fast, Ned. 

Cour. Hold thy dead-doing hand, thou son of 
slaughter. 

1 Man. Sir, there may come a time— 

Beau. When you'll learn manners. 

1 Man. And teach them you too. 

Cour. We are well known. 

1 Man. And shall not be forgotten. Come, 
friend. [Exeunt two Men. 

Beau. Confound them ! this must be a brother, a 
kinsman, or a rival, he plied me so warmly. 

Cour. Tis a hard case that a man cannot hold 
civil correspondence with a good-natured female^ 
but presently some hot-headed fellow of the family 
or other runs horn mad with jealousy, and &ncies 
his blood smarts as often as the woman's itches. 

Beau. This heroic persoti's sister, kinswoman^ 
his mistress, or whatever she be, is hke to get much 
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reputation by his hectoring and quarrelling for 
her ; and he as much honour by being beaten for 
her. 

Cour. Nay, when cuckolds or brothers fight for 
the reputation of a back-sliding wife oi* sister, it is a 
very pretty undertaking, doubtless. As for ex- 
ample ; I am a cuckold now. 

Beau. All in good time, Ned ; do not be too 
hasty. 

Cour. And being much troubled in spirit, meet* 
ing with the spark that has done me the honour, 
with a great deal of respect I make my addr es s 
as thus— Most noble sir, irou haye done me the fer- 
vour to lie with m V wife. 

Beau. Very well. 

Caur. All 1 beg of you is, that you would do your 
best endeavour to run me through the guts t«>>raor- 
row morning, and it will be the greatest satisfection 
in the world. 

Beau. Which the good-natured whore-master 
does very decently : so down fells the cuckold at 
Barn-Elms, and rises again the next day at Holbom 
in a ballad. But all this while, what has become 
of the widow, Ned ? 

Cour. Faith, she has even done very wisely, I 
think ; as soon as she had set us together by the 
ears, she very feirly ran for*t. 

Beau. A very noble account of our first evening^s 
enterprise. But, pox on't, take courage ; and since 
we have lost this quarry, let us even beat about a 
little, and see what other game we can meet with. 

Enter Lucrece masked. 

Luc. Sir, sir ! captain ! 

Cour. With you again, Beaugard. Agare ho I 

Beau. With me, my mistress ? 

Luc. Yes, with you, my master. 



3Q THE ATHEIST; OR, [act n. 

Cour. I wonder when^ o' the deviFs. name, it will 
Goine to my titrii* ^ 

Luc. Being a particular friend of your's, captain, 
I sun come to tell you, the world begins to talk very 
scandalously of you, oaptain. 

Beatu Look thee, sweetheart, the woDld's an ass^ 
and common fame a connnon strumpet: so long .as 
such pretty good-natured creatures as thouseeAiest 
to be, think but well of me, let the world be hangtd^ 
as it was once drowned^ if it will. 

Luc.' I must let you know too, captain, ^tyour 
]ove*intrigues are not so closely managed, but that 
ikey will shortly grow tlie siibj^t of all the satire 
and contempt in town : your holding conversatiCMi 
with a draggle-tailed mask, in the church-cloysters^ 
on Sunday; your meeting with the very scandal 
here again, this evening ; suffering yourself to be 
imposed upon, and jilted by her ; and at last running 
the hazard of a damnable beating by. a couple of 
plausible hectors^ that made you believe your mis- 
tress had honour enough to be concerned for. 

Beau. Really, my little wolf in a sheep's fleece, 
this sounds like v^ry good doctrine ; but what use 
must I make of it, child ? 

Luc. Methinks, captain, that should not be so 
hard to find out; my setting upon you in a mask 
myself, and railing at the last woman that did so 
before me, might easily inform you, I have a certain 
design of trying whose heart is hardest, yours or 
mine. 

Cour. Then, my little mischief, you should not 
enter the lists upon unequal terms, with that black 
armour upon your face, that msJces you look as 
dreadfully as the Black-Knight in a romance. 

Luc. Good captain, what's that sober sentle- 
man's name? for certainly I have seen him before 
now. 
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Beau. His name in the flesh, my pretty one, is 
Courtine ; a very honest fellow, good-natured, and 
wicked enough for thy purpose of all conscience. 

Luc. Courtine! Bless us for ever! What, the 
nian that's married ? 

C&ur. The man that's married! yes, the man 
that's married. 'Sdeath ! though I be weary on't, 
I am not ashamed of my condition. Why the 
devil didst thou tell her my name ? I shall never 
thrive with anv woman that knows me. The man 
that's married f Zounds, I am as scandalous as the 
man that's to be hanged. 

Luc. But you'll never be thought. so handsome. 
To vmake few words with you, sir, I am one that 
mean you fairer play than such an inconstant, fickle, 
false-hearted wanderer a. you desenre.. 

Beau. Then why dost thou conceal thyself? 
Those whose designs are fair and noble, scorn to 
hide their faces : therefore give me leave to tell thee, 
lady, if thou thinkest to make use of me only to 
create some jealousy in another woman, I am no 
instrument to be that way managed; no, I am 
constant, I — but if thou lovest me— 

Luc. Have you any more doubts that trouble 
you? 

Beau. None, by this sweet body of thine. 

Luc. Know then, sir» it has been my misfortune 
to watch you, haunt you, and dog you, these six 
months; being, to my eternal torment, jealous of 
that ravenous kite your widow, your widow, cap* 
tain: nay, since I have confessed my wed^ness^ 
know from this hour Til defeat all her ambushes, 
all the false baits she lays to ensnare your heart, 
till I obtain the victory of it myself, much mor« 
my due, in that > I am not beneath her in beauty, 
birth, or fortune.; or, indeed, any thine but her 
years, captain : therefore, if you have mat merit 

VOL. II. D 
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Aeiivorld veportfiiof ymi^ make thabert use4>f cthis 
preterit adviee ; aad so &reweU, till you bear fr^to 
me.furthen . > . {^EMt* 

Beau. Now may I do by tny mittresdes w the 
boys do by their farthings, hustle them.ia a hat U>* 
ffetfaer, and go to beads or tails for them — ^Hah! 
^t me ne^er «ee day again, if yonder .be. not coming 
towards us the very rascal I told thee of this mom-r 
iog,^ our fanv Atheist ; . now will I show these as 
notable a spirit as ever past upcii the ignotent world 
for a fine person, and a philosof^r. 

' Enter Daredevil. 

• • • 1 • t 

What, Daredevil; a good evening to thee: why,, 
where hast thou been, old Blasphemy, these fytty 
hours ? I shall never be converted firom Christianity, 
if thou dost not mind thy bosiBess better. 

' Dare. Been, quotb^a ! I . have been where I have 
half lost ray honest senses, man 3 would any body 
that knows me believit it ? Let me be buried alive, 
if the ri^gues of the parish I Kve in have not m« 
dieted me for a Papist. . 

Beau. The devil ! a Papist ? 
t Dare. Pox on them, a Papist ; when the impu- 
dent villains know as well as I do, that I have no 
religion at all. 
: Cour. No religion, sir ? . Axe you of no religion } 

Dare* Is he an honest fellow, Beaugard ? 

Beau. Oh, a very honest • fellow ; thou mayest 
trust him with thy damnation, Vl\ warrant thee : 
jmswer him, answer hisn* 
. Dare* I never go to church, sir* ' 

Caur. But what religion are you of? 
. Dare, Of tfie religion of the Inner-Temple, the 
common^aw religion ; I believe in the law, trust in 
the law, enjoy what I have by the law : for if such 
a . religious gentleman as you are get fifiy pounds 
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into my debt^ I may go to church and pray till my 
heart aches ; but the law must make you pi^y me at 
last 

Cour. *Tis certainly the fear of hell> and hopes 
of happiness^ that makes people live in honesty, 
paaee, and union one towards another. 

Dare. Fear of hell ! Hark thee^ Beaugard ; this 
companion of thine^ as I apprehend^ is but a sort 
of a shallow monster. Fear of hell ! No, sir, it is 
fear of hanging. Who would not steal or do mur- 
der, every time his fingers itched at it, were it not 
for fear of the gallows ? Do not you, with all your 
religion, swear almost as often as you speak ? Break 
and profane the sabbath ? Lie with your neigh* 
hours' wives ; and covet their estates, if thCT' be 
better than your own ? Yet those things are forbid 
by religion, as well as stealing and cutting of throats 
are. No, had every commandment but a gibbet 
belonging to it, I should not have had four king's 
evidences to-day swear impudently I was a Papist, 
when I was never at mass yet since I was born, 
nor indeed at any other worship the^e twel^ty years. 

Cour. Why then, sir, between man and naan^ 
you are really of no religion J 

Dare. May be I am, sir ; may be I am npt, w : 
when you come to knew me better, twenty to one 
but you'll be better satisfied. . 

Cour. Does your honour think there . mi^y be a 
devil ?- 

Dare. I never saw him, sir ? 

Cour. Have you a mind to see him i ' 

Dare. I'd go fifly miles, barefoot, to see but a 
fiend thftt belonged to his family. 

Beau. That's a damned lie, to my knqwlege : for 
I saw the rogue so scared, that his hair stood up- 
right, but at the sight of a poor black water-spaniel 
that met him in the dark once, 

D 2 
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Cour. What think you of your eoDscience ? 

Dare* I do not think of it at all^ sir ; it never 
troubles me. 

Caur. Did you ever do a murder. 

Dart. I won't tell you. 

Cour. Thou art the honester fellow for it; I love 
a friendly rogue, that can keep such a se^cret, at my 
heart. 

Dare. Do you ? 

Cour. Ay. 

Beau. So thafs well said ; now we*ll to work with 
him presently. Dost thou hear. Daredevil, this 
honest friend of mine is something troubled in spirit, 
and wants a little of thy ghostly advice in a point 
of diiiicul^. 

Dare. Well, and what is it ? I shalhbe civil, and 
do him all the good I can. 

Beau. In few words, he is married, plagued, 
troubled, and hag-ridden by the eternally torment* 
ing witchcraft of a vexatious, jealous familiar, called 
a wife. 

Dare. A wife I That ever any fellow that has but 
two grains of brains in his scull should give him- 
self die trouble to complain of a wife, so long as 
there is arsenick in the world ! 

Beau. Nay, it is a mere shame, a scandalous 
shame, when it is so cheap too. 

Cour. Would you have me poison her ? 

Dare. Poison her ! ay, what would you do vrith 
her else, if you are weary of her ? 

Cour. But if I should be called to a terrible ao* 
count for such a thing hereafter ? 

Dare. Hereafter I-.^— Cross my hand with a piece 
of silver, that is to say,-^ve me three-pence— 
three-pettce, my dearest 

Cour. Well, and what then ? 

Dare. Why, for that inconsiderable sum Til be 
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security ibr thee, and bear thee harmless fin* here* 
aAer ; that's all. 

Beau. Faith, and cheap enough of all conscience. 

Caur. This is the honestest acquaintance I ever 
met withal, Beaugard. 

Beau. Oh, a very honest fellow, very honest. 

Caur. Pr^ythee dien, Daredevil, if that be thy 
title, since we have so happily met this evening, let 
us grow more intimate, ana eat and drink together. 

Dare. Faith and troth, with all my heut : pox 
on me, boy, but I love drinking mightily ; and to 
tell ye the truth on't, I am never so well satisfied in 
my out»of-the-way urinciples, as when I am drunk, 
very drunk. Drunkenness is a great quieter of the 
mind, a great soother of the spirit. 

Beau* And shall we be very iree, my little athe- 
istical disbelieving dos ? Wilt thou open thy heart, 
and speak very frankly of matters that shall be 
nameless } 

Dare. Much may be done ; I seldom hide my 
talent; I am no niggard of my parts that way. 

J^eati. To tell thee a secret then. Daredevil, we 
two are this night, for some weighty considerations, 
to give a treat to the people of the Duke*s theatre, 
after the play is done, upon their stage ; we are to 
have the music too ; and the ladies, it is hoped, will 
not deny us the favour of their fair company. Now, 
my dear Iniquity, shall we not, * thinkest thou, if 
we give our minds to it, pass an evening pleasantly 
enough ? 

Dare. Rot me, with all my heart : I love the 
roject of treating upon the stage extremely too. 
ut will there, will there be none of the poets there ? 
Some of the poets are pretty fellows, very pretty 
fellows ; they are most of them my disciples in 
their hearts, and now and then sfand up for the 
truth, manAilIy. 
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Beau* Much may happen : but in the next fdace^ 
after supper we have resolved to storm a certain 
enchanted castle, where I apprehend a fair lady, 
ne^y entered into league with an honest friend of 
thine, called myself, is kept a prisoner, by an old^ 
ill-natured, snarling dog in a manger, her guardkm. 
Thou wilt make one at it, wilt thou not, my little 
Daredevil? 

Dare. Dam*me, we'll burn the house. 

Cour. Dam'me, sir? Do you know what you 
say ? You believe no such thing. 

Dare. Words of course, child; mere words of 
course : we use an hundred of them in conversation^ 
which are indeed but in the nature of expletives, 
and signify nothing ; as, dam'me, sir ; rot me sir^ 
confound me, sir ; which purport no more than, so, 
sir ; and, sir ; or, then, sir, at the worst : for my 
part, I always speak what I think ; no man can 
help thinking what he does think : so if I speak not 
well, the fault is not mine. 

Beau. Distinguished like a learned school-divine. 

Cour. When meet we at the play-house then? 

Dare. Before the clock strike nine. 

Beau. Where we'll have music, women, mirth. 

Dare. And very much good wine. [^Exeunt. 



. ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

* 

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil. 

Beau. Is not this living now ? Who that knew 
the sweets of liberty, the uncontrolled delights 
the freeman tastes of, lord of his own hours, king 
of his own pleasures, just as nature meant him 
first; 
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Courted emih mioute by all his af^tites, 
Whieh he indul^ like a bounteous master. 
That's still supplied with various lull enjoyments ; 
And no intruding cares make one thought bitter. 
- Dare. Very well this ; this is all but very well. 

Caur. Nay, not one rub to interrupt the course 
Of a long rolling, gay, and wanton life. ^ 
Methinks the image of it's like a lawn 
In a. rich flowery vale, its measure long, 
Beateous its prospect, and at the end 
A shady peaceful glade, where, when the pleasant 

race is over, 
We glide away, and are at rest for ever. 

Beau^ Who, that knew this, would let himself 
be a slave 
To the vile customs the world's debauched in ? 
Who'd interrupt his needful hours <xf rest, to rise 
and yawn in a shop in Comhill ? or, what's as bad, 
make a sneaking egure in a great man's chamber, at 
his rising in a morning? Who would play the 
rogue, cheat, lie, flatter, bribe, or pimp, to raise 
an estate for a blockhead of his own begetting, as 
•he thinks, that shall waste it as scandalously as his 
father got it ? or who, Courtine, would marry, to 
beget such a blockhead. 

CouT. No body, but such a blockhead as myself, 
Seaugard, that's certain ; but I will, if possible, 
atone for that sin of mine in the future course of my 
life, and grow as zealous a libertine as thou would 
wish thy friend to be. 

Dare. These are rc^es that pretend to be of a 
religion now ! Well, all that I say is, honest atheism 
for my money. 

Beau. No, grant me while I live the easy being 
I am at present possessed of; a kind fair she, to 
«ool ray blood, and paimper my imagination withal ; 
an honest friend or two, like thee, Courtine, that I 
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dare trust my thoughts to ; generous wine, health, 
liberty, and no dishonour ; and when I ask more of 
fortune, let her e*en make a beggar of me. What 
say'st thou to this. Daredevil ? Is not this coming as 
near thy doctrine as a younger sinner can conve- 
niently. 

Dare^ Nay, I have very great hopes of you, 
that's my comfort. 

Cour. But why did we part with the women so 
soon? 

Beau. Oh, Courtine, reputation, reputation! I 
am a young spark, and must stand upon my credit, 
friend ; the rogues that cheat all the week, and go 
to church in clean bands on Sunday, will advance no 
necessary sums upon my revenues else, when there 
may be an occasion: besides I have a father in 
town ; a grave, sober, serious old gentleman, called 
a father. t ^ 

Dare. One .that will drink, rant, whore, and 
game, and is as full of religion as his worshipful 
son here. 

Beau. Ha! 

Enter Father. 

Father. Very well, very noble, truly, son I This 
is the care you are pleased to take of my family ! 
Sit up all night, dnnk, whore, spend your estate, 

and give your soul to the Pevil f a very fine 

i/icAifp—- This aquamirabilis and the- old hock 
does not agree with my stomach. 

Beau. Daredevil, stick to me now, and help me 

out at a dead lift, or I am lost for ever. Sir, I 

hope my being here has not done you, nor any 
friend of yours, an injury. 

Father. Injury ! No sir, it is no injury for you 
to take your swill in plenty and voluptuousness-*— 
Hickup ^while your poor father, sirrah, must be 
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ocmtented to drink paltiy sack^ with dry-boned^ old, 
battered ro^es, and be thankful. You must have 
your fine, jolly, young fellows, and bonny, buxom, 
brawny-bum m'd whores, you doe, to revel with, 
and be hanged to you, must you ? Sirrah, you rogue, 
I have lost all my money. 

Beau. I am sorry for it, sir. 

Father. Sorry for it, sir! — Hickup — Is that 
all? 

Dare. If thou art very poor, old fellow, tate a 
swinging dose of opium and sleep upon it ; it is the 
best thing in the world for old gentlemen that have 
no money. Or wilt thou be good company ? Wilt 
thou sit down and crack a bottle, old boy t Hah ? 

Father. Heh ! crack a bottle ! 

Dare. Ay, crack a bottle : What say*st thou to 
that comfortable j)roposition. . 

Cour. Come, sir, here's your good health, and to 
your better fortune. 

Father. A very honest fellow. Jack : These are 
very honest fellows. What is your name, friend ? 

Dare. My name is Daredevil, friend ; of the an* 
cient family of the Daredevils in the North, that 
have not had a church in their parish, chaplun in 
their house, prayers publick or private, or graces at 
meals, since the Conquest. 

Father. Sir, I have heard much of your family ; 
it is a very ancient honourable family : And I am 
glad to find my son has made choice of such a noble 
acquaintance. — Sir, my service to you. — I protest, 
a cup of pretty claret, very pretty claret. 

Cour. And he has toped it ofl^ as prettily, 1*11 say 
that for him. 

Father*. Jack, I have lost all my money, Jack. 

Beau. Have you been robbed, sir ? 

Father. Robbed, sir ; no, Mr. Saucy-face, I have 
not been robbed, sir, but I have been nicked, sir. 
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and tliat*s as bad^ sir. You are a worthy peraoD^ 
and FU make you my judge. 

Dare. Come along then. 

Father^ The main was seven^ and the chanoe 
four 4 I had jnst thirty pounds upon it^ and my last 
stake: the caster threw^ nothing came of k; I 
changed his dice ; he threw again, to as little. pur- 
pose as before. 

Dare. Very strange, truly. 

Father. I changed his dice again, he threw again : 
so he threw, and I changed ; and I changed, and 
he threw, for at least half an hour ; till at last-^o 
you mark me ?— the dice powdering out of the box- 
Dare. That's plain. 

Father. One on 'em trips against the foot of a 
candlestick, and up comes two duces, two duces, 
sir, do you hear ? And so I lost my money. . No, 
sir, I was not robbed, sir ; but I lost upon two 
duces : and that was so hard fortune, that I'll hold 
you, or any man living, fifty pounds to ten, that he 
does not throw. two duces berore seven again. 

Dare. Two duces before seven ! Two duces are 
not to be thrown, sir, not to be thrown. 

Beau. I am glad to hear you are so rich, sir. 

Father. Rich, quoth-a ! Pr ythee be quiet, I am 
not worth a shilling, man. But, sir, here you are 
a lord at large, enjoy your drink and your drabs, 
sit up all night in the fulness of iniquity, with 
worthy esquire Daredevil of the North here, with a 
pox to you ; whilst I must be kept without a shilling 
in my pocke t But, sir, 

Beau. Sir, I «ent you an hundred pounds yester- 
day morning. 

Father. Well, sirrah, and 1 have had ill luck, 
and lost it all : What then ? 

Beau. Sir, to avoid dispute, shall I make one 
proposition to you ? 
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Fatker. Heh ! Widi aB my hetrt Look you^ 
Jadcy^boy, I am nol agaipit thy takii^. thy mo» 
derate diveniofne, so long as I see thou keepeit good 
company, neithen. But--*-«-8neak what ready^mo* 
ney thou hast into my hand, and send me the rest 
of t'other bundled to my kidging. 

Beau. Do you tbwk it i«asonable, that as often 
as two duces are throwm before seven^ I most ad- 
Tance an hundred pounds to make the Devil's bones 
rattle, air? 

Father. Sirrah, you are a rebel ; and I could find 
in my. heart to .cut your throat. Sir, haw you e'er 
a firfher? 

Dare. No, sir. 

Father. No, sir? 

Dare. No, sir ; I broke his heart long wo, be- 
fore I came to be at years of discretion : I hate all 
fiithers. Mid always- did« 

.. Father. Oh Lord ! hark you, sir ; what's that fel- 
low's profession? 

Cour. Oh, an Atheist, sir; he believes neither 
€rod nor the Devil. 

Fatker. 'Sbud, I'll brustle up to him. Are yoo 
an Atheist, fellow ? hoh ? 
. Dare. Yes, sir, I am an Atheist. 

Father. And what think you will become of you 
when you die ? hoh ? 

Dare. I shall be buried six feet under ground to 
prevent stinking, and there grow rotten. 

Father. Oh Lord! 

Dare. If I chance to be hanged, being a lusty 
sinewy fellow, the corporation (h barber-«urgeons, 
may be, b^ me for an anatomy, to set up in their 
hall. I don't take much care of myself while I am 
living ; and when I am dead, whatever happens to 
me will never trouble me.. 

Father. No more to be said ; my son's in a very 
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hopefal way to be damned, thaf s one comfort. Im- 
pudent ro^e, you keep company with the Devil** 
resident! You converse with foreign ministers, and 
deny your father a little dirty money ! F(^h, 
poltroon ! 

Beau. This is very hard, sir : but if ten guineas 
will do you any servic e 

Father.. Ten guineas? Let me see; ten guineas 
are a pretty little piddling sum, that's the truth 
on't ; but what will it do, Jacky-boy ? Serve, may 
be, to play at ticktack in an afternoon, three hits up 
for a piece, or so ; but when will that recover my 
hundred again ? Ten guineas ! Pox o*thy ten guineas. 
— — Well, let me see the ten guineas though,— 
let me see them a little — Jacky-boy, Jacky, Jack—* 
You have drunk damnable hard to night, you rogue ! 

you are a drunken dog, I believe Han't you 

had a whorfc too, Jacky ? — » e e c Y ou'll 

get the pox, sirrah, and then — But if thou dost, I 
know a very able fellow, an old acquaintance of 
mine — ^Ten Guineas, Jacky ! 

Beau. There they are, sir, and long may they 
last you. 

Father. Make them twenty, Jacky-rogue: 

you plump-cheeked, merry-eyed rogue, make them 
twenty— make them fifteen then — Jacky boy, 
Jacky, Jack, do faith. 

Beau. Upon my duty, you have stripped me, sir. 

Father. Then do you hear, friend, you Atheist, 
that are so free of your soul ; let us see if you dare 
venture a little of your money now-— Come \ Draws 
out a box and dice^ Seven's the main : I'll hold 
you ten pounds to two, two duces does not come 
before seven. 

Beau. At him. Daredevil ; beggar him once more, 
and then we shall be rid of him^. 

Dare. Done, sir,, done; down with your money. 
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Father. Here^ you blasphemous dog.«-Do6t thou 
love hazard ? 

Dare. Dearly, firom the bottom of my heart, sir. 

Father. I love thee the better for it : come slong 
— seven — 

Dare. Right 

Father. Seven. \Throws two ducss. 

Dare. Two duces ? Y ou have lost, sir. 

Father. Damn me, sir, lay your hand upon my 
money ! 

Dare. Damn me, sir, 'tis my money ; I won it 
fairly. 

Beau. Now, Courtine, now — 

Cour. Now, look to't, Atheist ! 

Father. Son of a whore, you lie. Thus to my 
hat I sweep the yellow scoundrels, and draw my 
sword in witness they are my own. 

Dare. Nay then FU > — • 

Cour. Hold, sirs^ no drawing swords, no quar- 
relling. 

Dare. I am glad on*t, with all my heart; for 
though I am not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a 
drawn sword mortally. 

Beau. Good si r 

Father. Stand off,— -Dogs, Atheists win my mo- 
ney !—— Rascal— —^good-morrow. (Exit. 

Beau. Till next time two duces come before 
seven ; and then I am sure to see or hear from you 
again infaiUbly. 

Cour. How dost thou intend to dispose of this 
wild, extravagant old father of thine, Beaugard ? 

Beau. I hope to find him run so far in debt 
within this fortnight, that to avoid the calamity, he 
shall be forced to compound with me for his free- 
dom, and be contented with a comfortable annui^ 
in the country ; that's all my hopes of him. 

Cour. Which he'll sell in one quarter of a year. 
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and return to old London again, for t'other game at 
hazard. 

Bemi* No, like a wise guardian, FH take 'care 
of the contrary, lay it tcx> far out of his reach, 
and tie it too fast for him. Why, how new, I>are- 
devil ? What, in the dumps ? Tis an unraty old 

Smtleman, but yet he has some religion in him, 
aredevil. 

Dare. Yes, pox on him, to cheat me of my 
money. 'Tis well he was your father, sir. 

Cour. Why ? 

Dare. Had he been my own, by these hilts I 
would have sawed his old windpipe asunder upon 
the spot. Rob me of my right ! 

Cour. Does be love fighting so well^ then? I 
thought most of your Atheists had not much cared 
for that impertinent exercise. 

Dare. Tis a little -impertinent, that I'll grant 
you, for honest fellows to fall out, squabble, and 
cut one another's throats, to spoil good company : 
but when my honour's injiired''**^*-^ 

Beau. Then, I know, thou art implacable. But 
for a foolish trifling sum of money*— 

Dare. Trash, trash, dunghill, and filthiness! I give 
it away to my wenches and my servants ; we part with 
it to every body, upon all occasions. He that va- 
lues money deserves never to have the benefit oi it. 

Beau. A very noble fragment of philosoffby . But, 
Courtine, the morning is new risen again, and I 
have received intelligence this night by a. certain 
minister, I keep for suoh offices, where my |Moor 
distressed widow is held in durance : if thou think- 
est there may be any hopes for thee upon the ooait 
I am bound for, let us embark togetlusr, and good 
luck attend us. 

Cour^ No, i have other projects on foot : marriage 
has cracked my credit so, that no body that knows 
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joby omditioii dares to dwell with me. Tbenfyre I 
am resolved to set out for new discoveries, jRod try 
how I can thrive where my name is a stranfger. 

Beau. What, this morning I > 

Cour. This very morning: fortified with Booiw 
deaax as I am, will I issue forth; and let all 
stra^ling wives, widows, and virgins have a care of ' 
their cargoes. 

Beau. Nobly resolved^ and good fortune gnide 
thee. Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me: 
thou art more' a firiend than to leave thy disciple, 
when there is good substantial sinning like to go 
forward. May be we may do a murder before we 
part ; soitiething that is very wicked we*ll not fail of. 

Dare. With all my heart, let us fire a house or 
two, poison a constable, and all his wateh, ravish 
six cinder-women and kill a beadle. 

Beau. Shall we do all this ? 

Dare. Do't! FU do't myself. 

Beau. Thou art the very spirit of iniquity. 

Enter Footbun. 

foot. Sir, Captain Beaugard. 

Beau. With me, friend ? 

Foot. Sir, there is a masked lady, in a chair, at 
the col'ner of the street, desires a word with you 
instantly. 

Beau. Tell her Tm her vassal, and will wait on 
her this monieiit. Courtine, good-morrow. 

Cour. - Gone already ? 

Beau. Trading comes in, friend, and I must 
mind my calling, that's all. Alonsj Daredevil. 

Dare. Friend, farewell toihee ; if either of us are 
run through the lungs, or shot in the head, before 
we meet again, let us hear from one another out of 
the lower world how matters go there, and what 
entertainment they give us. 
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Cpur. You will find me a very civil correspond- 
ent, sin 

Dare. Farewell. 

Cour. The same good wish to you, sir. Novr 
will I out into the middle of the street, play at 
blind-man's buff by myself, turn three times round, 
and catch who I can* 

SCENE n. 

A Street. 

Enter Beaugard and Daredevil. 

Beau. This should be the place, and yet I see no 
chair. 

Dare. Then let us all fall to mischief. 

Beau. Pr*ythee, a little patience, though it be a 
virtue, dear temptation. 

Enter another Footman. 

Foot. Sir, is your name Captain Beaugard ? 

Beau. Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy 
• man. 

Foot. Then, sir, this letter is for you. 

Beau. Stay till I read it, friend. 

Foot. Sir, it requires no answer. * 

Beau. What jilt*s trick now ! — Sir, — to meet us 
with your swords in your hands this morning behind 
the comer house of— By my stars a challenge from 
the termagant sparks that fell upon u« last night. 
Why, what a deal of love and honour have I upon 
my hands now ? Daredevil, thou canst fight ? 

Dare. Why, is there any occasion ? 

Beau. Only a challenge. Daredevil, that's all. 
See, there's a breakfast for thee, if thou hast any 
stomach to't. 
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I>are^ Idle rogues^ rascals, hectors I .Never, mind 
them ; hang them, these are some hungry varlets 
that want difaners ; let us bceak the next windows, 
and nev^er think on*t« 



Enter six Ruffians. 

1 Ruf* These are our? quarrj ; be sore we seize 
them both* Is the coach ready ? 

^ Ruf. At the next comer. 

1 Ruf. FalioQ diemi Sir, josk are our prisoner. 

Beau. Villains! roguea! thieires! murder! thieves i 
rascals, 3ron'll not murder ihe ? 

1 Ruf. Nay, sir, no noise^ no strugglingy as you 
teiiMkr your si^ety. 

JR^ov. Daredevil, d<^, coward, draw thy sword 
and rescue me. 

Dare. I am terrified, amazed ; some judgment 
for my silks' is fallen upon me ; akis, I am in bonds 
too ! Have mercy on my soul, and don't sky me, 
gentlemen. 

fieati. Damnation! blinded!, rascals! villains! 
ruffians! murder! 

Dare. Ob Daredevil, Daredevil, what will be^ 
come of theCi- . [Exaait\ 

• • • 
Enter Thsodoret and Qracian. 

Theo: This genetolity msfk^go^d thy .character. 
That thouVt the bravest man, and 'trdbst' friend!: 
How shall I' deserve this* fVbm thee ?- 

Gra. I should^ bb thijusti both' to niyadf, and the 
dear metnfbry of thy noble brotfiery whose friendship 
was so dear to me, should itiy' tt^e sword be idle in 
thycaiuse.' 

Besides, the love which I prc^ss td' Pbrcia 
Tells me a rival must not tamely carry her. 

Theo. She is thy right : my dying brother, her 
soon-forgotten husband, 

VOL, II. E 
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But thy remembered friend, with his last breath 

thus told me : 
I have a friend, Gratian, the man my heart 
Has cherished most ; we from our youth were rivals 
For my dear Porcia : Tell him, if I die, 
I left her to him, as the dearest legacy 
I could bequeath : Bid him be tender of her. 
For she'll deserve it from him.— Would she did. 

[Aside. 
• Gra. Heaven knows, it is my curse, spite of her 
l^com, to love her to madness ; nor shall this man of 
war, this French-bred hero, win her with nothing 
but his cap and feather : I wonder he is not come yet. 
Theo. I have heard the man is gallant ; but, in 
honesty, as thou art my friend, I wish thou wouldst 
hear good counsel. 

Gra. Thine must be noble. . 
Theo. rd have thee think no more of this proud 
woman. 

Gra. I wish 'twere possible. 
Theo. Their sex is one gross cheat; their only 
study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin man : 
They have it by tradition from their mothers. 
Which they improve each ,day, and grow more ex- 
quisite. 
Their painting, patching, all their chamber arts. 
And public a&ctations, are but tricks 
To draw fond men into that snare, their love. 
Gra. Would this could cure mine. 
Theo. When we are caught £ist, 'tis then they 
shew their natures, 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the wretch they've 

conquer'd. 
Though the same hour they glance abroad for new 

ones. 
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But let a woman know you*re once her slave. 
Give her once testimony that you love her, 
She'll always be thy torment ; jilt, design, 
And practise ends upon thy honest nature ; 
So strong is their antipathy to truth. 

Gra. But let a fool 

Theo. Oh give them but a fool, 
A senseless, noisy, gay, bold, bristling blockhead, 
A rascal with a featner, and cravat-string. 
No brains in's head ; a vain, pert, empty roeue. 
That can prim, danc^, lisp, or lie very much. 
They're lost for ever : they'll give all they have 
To fools, or for them. 

Qra. Bnt, my friend, this granted. 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as she's the relict 
Of thy dear brother, and my valued friend. 
The injury she brines upon thy honour 
Must not be slighted ; and that's my cause now. 

Theo. There thou o'ercom'st me : still our men of 
mettle 
Delay their time ; the day grows late ; let's walk 
Down by yon' wall ; may be they have miss'd the 

place : 
Besides I feuncy company is coming this way, and 

we may be prevented. 
Methinks I would not lose so fine a morning, and 

do nothing. 

Gra. Nor I. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sylvia and Lucrkcia. 

SyL Oh Lucrece, 'twas the pangs of jealousy, 
curst jealousy, that brought me hither. 

Luc. Where lodg'd you then fast night? 

SyL Here, in this house, my cousin Porcia's 
house : I met her late last night, just as I alighted, 
harassed with my journey, and the cause c^ it : had 

£ 2 
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she not took pitgr of ifoe, heaven knows how my 
perplexities would have disposed tne! 

Luc. What; in this houoe ? 

J^L Here^ in this tery house- 

£uc» Tm glad I know it ^ III take such care it 
shall not be long a secret. 

Syl. The garden opening thus upon the fields, in* 
vited me to t^ke the morning air here ; for sleep's 
a guest that stays, but little with me. Why s^hest 
thou, Lucrece?> , 

Luc. Tm thinking why my cousin Porcia should 
chuse this residence. 

Syl. 'Tis for a lover, Lucrece ; Beaugard courts 
her, a friend and lewd companion of my false hus- 
band's. 

Luc. I know him but too well. 

Syl. Why, dost thou love him ? 

Luci So much that I can neither eat> drink, nor 
sleep in peace, for the tormenting thoughts of him. 

Syl. By heavens I pity thee. Oh have a care of 
marriage, Luccede ; marriage ! — ^*twill be thy bane, 
and ruin thee for ever. Marriage spoils faces ; how 
I look with marriage. 

Luc^ I see no change. 

Syl. No change ! I have not slept six nights in 
peace since. the curst day I wedded. 

Luc. Will then a husband sp<Hl one's sleep so 
sadly? 

Syl. A husband's, Lucrece, like the wedding- 
clothes ; 
Worn gay a week^ and then he throws them off. 
And with them too the lover ; then his dayv 
Grow gay abroad, *and his nights dull at home : 
He lies whole months by thy poor longing side 
Heavy and useless, comes faint and loth to bed. 
Turns him about, grunts, snores : and that's a hud^ 

band. 
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Zuc. Is Courtine such a one } ' . 

Syl. Tis pain to teU tfaee the life I lead with him. 
He's colder to mev than, adamant tf> fire t but let him 
loosb aiJDong: «iy kitchen^flirnitttn^^ wy maids, never 
was seen so termagant a towsc^ ; be loves a nasty, 
fbdl-£ed^ iulsome drab^ and . scorns the tender joys 
my arms invite him to. To be despised at tiiat rate, 
so dishonoured, makes me e^en curse the chance 
that made me woman : tvimld I had been any crea- 
ture else. — See yonder, yonder he comes ; thy mask, 
thy mask, dear Lucrece. 

Luc. Farewell ; I'll away, and leave ye iairly both 
together* [JEsit. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cpur. What, fly the giroUnd, faint soldier t How, 
another ! Nay then 'twas nobly done ! two to one 
had been odds else : had it not, pretty one r 

Syl. Why, who are you, sir ? 

Cotir. E'en a wandering knight, that have for* 
saken my castle in the country, and am come up to 
town for preferment truly. 

Sul. And one would think so proper, a lusty, well- 
made fellow as you are should not be Ipng out of 
employment. 

Cour. Dost thou know me, my dearest ? 

Syl. No. 

Cour. Then I am sure thou canst have no excep- 
tion against me. 

Syl. But suppose I had a mind to a little farther 
acquaintance with you ; what then, sir. 

Cour. Why, then thou may*st reasonably sup- 
pose that rU make no etil use of thy good inclina- 
tions; faith there are veiy pretty gardens here* 
abouts, let us commit a trespass for once, break into 
one of them, and roll a camomile^walk together this 
morning. 
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&uL O Lord^ sir ! 
. Cour. She's coining already. 

SyL If I should let you make advantage of my 
weakness now^ you would be false afterwards^ for- 
sake me^ and break my heart. 

Cour. Pretty fool! what innocent scruples she 
makes ! 

SyL Have you no other mistress already ? Have 
you no engagements that will return hereafter upon 
your heart to my prejudice ? 

Cour. Shall 1 swear ? 

5y/. But haVt you, truly ? 

Cour. If I have, may that blue mountain over 
our heads there, fall down and crush me like a 
pelted toad. 

' Syl' To shew you then that I deserve your 
faith— 

Cour. What wilt thou shew me? 

Syl. A face which I am not ashamed of, though 
you'll perhaps be scandalized when you see it. 

Cour. The devil take me if I am though, so it 
prove not very horrible indeed. 

Syl. What think you then, sir ; is it such a one 
as you looked for ? [Unmasks. 

Cour. My own wife ! 

Syl. Yes, thy unhappy wife. 
Thou false, deceitful, perjured, shameless wretch, 
Have I deserved this from thee ? 

Caur. Pox confound her — 

\l'akes out a book and falls a reading. 

Syl. Is this the riecompence of all my love ? 
Did I bestow my fortune on thy wants. 
Humble myself to be thy dove-like wife. 
And is this all Fm worth ? 

Cour. [Reads.'] Wealth is a great 
Provocative to am*rous heat : 
For what is worth in any thing. 
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But so much inoney as 'twill bring ? 
Hudtbras, Part the Second^ Canto the First 

Syl. Patience direct me! Have I wrought mjr 
nature 
To utmost sufierance, and most low' contentment ? 
Set my poor heart to cares ? Have I been blest 
With children by thee, to be left with scf>rn, 
Cast off, neglected, and abandoned vilely ? 
Speak, is not this hard usage ? 

Cour. Umph! 

Syl. Umph ! What's umph ? 

Cour. Umph, that's I, child; umph is I, I, I, 
my dear. 

Syl. Death! death and torments I Cut my wretch- 
ed throat ; don't treat me thus : by Heaven, I'll 
bear it no longer. 

Cour. No more. • 

Syl. I have done, sir. 

Cour. What do you at London ? 

Syi. Is it a fault to follow what I am fond of? 

Cour. Can't I enjoy my pleasure, take my free- 
doms, but you must come, and spoil the high* 
seasoned dish, with your insifnd, whining, sense- 
less jealousy ? 

Syl. Pr*ythee forgive me. 

Cour. Where did you lodge last night ? 

Syl. Here, with a kinswoman ; 
May be you know her not ; her name is Porcia. 

Cour. Death! Beaugard's widow! Now I am 
finely fitted. What, at this house ? 

Syl. This very house ! that door 
Opens into the garden, let us walk there ; 
Won't you go with me, Courtine ? 

Cour. No. 

Syl. Pr'ythee do, love. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Cour. Tlien promise one thing ; 
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And may be my good-nature shall be wroi:^ht 
upon. 

SvL I'll grant thee any thing: speak^ try my 
obedience. 

Cour. Then promiee me^ that during your abode 
In this sweet town^ which I love very dearl^^ 
That let me ramble^ steer what course I will^ 
Keep what late hours^ and as I please employ them^ 
That you'll be still «n humble, civil doxy^ 
And pry into no secret to disturb me. 

1^1. Well, 'tis granted. 

Cour. Oh then, I'll be dutiful. 

Syl. Enter you first. 

Cour. No ■ ■ 

Sjfl. Oh, then you'll forsake me ; 
You seek but opportunity again to leave me* 

Cour. Well, since I am trapp'd thus. 
Like a poor beast that wanted better pasture. 
There is no replevin, and I must to pound. 

\Exeunt. 

. Enter Theodoret, Gratian, and Lucrecia. 

Theo. What, in this house? 

Luc. Here, in this very house ; 
My cousin Sylvia, Ceurtine's jealous wife. 
Coming to town, lodged with her here last night. 

Theo. No more $ I guess the cause we're disap* 
pointed. 
Do thou go, Gratjan, muster what friends 'tis 

possible ; 
ril try my interest too ; we'll storm your fortress. 
Enchanted lady, though your giant guard it. 
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SCENE III. 

The Inside of a very fair House^ adorned with rich 

Furniture and Lights. 

Enter Ruffians, with Beaugarp and Daredsvil. 

Beau* Dogs! rascals I viUaiosI how do you in- 
tend to deal with us ? 

1 Ruf. Much better than your language has d^ 
served, sir. [They unbind them. 

Beau. Sirs, for this ooble usoge, had I a sword 
or pistol about me, I would reward you most 
amply. [They alf bom and withdraw. 

A plague of your civility I where the devil are we ? 

Dare. , Where are wcj quoth-a I why, we are in a 
p«diice, miui^ Pr*ythee look about thee a little* 

Beau. By Heaven, here's a Paradise! Harkj 
Daredevil! music too ! 

Dare. I'll be hanged if 'tis not a bawdy dancings 
school ; aome better whores than ordinary designing 
a private ballum rancwn^ have pitched upon our 
two proper persons for the business ; we are like to 
have a swinging time on't, Beaugard. 

Beau. A plague o'your cowardice! you were 
whining and praying just now, and be hanged to 
you. 

Dare. I praying! Pr'ythce be quiet, man; I 
never prayed in my life, nor ever will pray : pray- 
ing, quoth-al that's a merry jest, with all my heart. 

Bmu. Impudent poltroon ! He said two-dozen of 
Pater-Nosters within this half-hour; and every jolt 
the coach gave, was afraid the devil would have torn 
him to pieces. 

Dare* Odd, I like this contrivance very well: 
looky Beaugard, what comes yonder ? 'sheart, two 
devils in petticoats ; how my guts ahrink together I 
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Enter two black Women. 

Beau. Heyday ! Lady Blackamores ! nay, then 
we are certainly enchanted* What, are you two 
maids of honour to the queen of Pomonkey ? And 
is this one of her palaces ? — Not a word ! 

Dare* How I long now to be familiar with one 
of these sooty-faced harlots ! I would beget a chop- 
ping black son of a whore upon her, in defiance to 
the Prince of Darkness. 

Enter a Dwarf. 

Beau. What, another too, of the samie com- 
plexion ? This must be her majesty's page. 

Dare. A pimp, Fll warrant him : he's so very 
little^ pert, and dapper, the rogue looks as if be 
could insinuate himself through a key-hole. 

Dwarf. Welcome, thou best-beloved man of the 
fair world. 

Beau. Well, sir, and what's the service you 
have in order to command me? 

Dwarf. My orders are to lead you to repose on 
a rich bed prepared for rest and love. 

Dare. I said it was a pimp; what a smooth* 
tongued little rascal 'tis. 

Beau. A very pretty sort of an amusement this: 
but pr'ythee, youf^ Domine^ why to bed ? 'tis but 
now day, and the sun new risen ; for I have not 
been a-bed all night, my little monster; I know 
how the time goes, child. 

Dwarf. Such are the orders of the power I serve; 
For you are come a long unmeasurable journey. 

Dare. Hah I 

Dwarf. Drawn by winged horses through the 
untract air. 

Beau. A pox upon thee for a little, black, lying, 
well-instructed rascal ; but since it is the custom of 
the place, and my last night's fatigue requires it. 
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1*11 accept of the ofier, and dispense with an hour 
or two of sleep, to fit me for better exercise when 
I awake again. 

[Sits down in a chair to be undressed. 

Dare. Dra^n by winged horses through the air, 
said he ? If this should be true, now, what would 
become of us! Methought, indeed, the coach, 
whewed it away a little faster than ordinary. 

\While Beaugard t^ undressings the two 
black women dance. 

Beau. A very notable entertainment, truly ; and 
your little black ladyships have tripped it most 
featly. — ^ [The women advance torvards him. 

What, and must you take charge of me now?— -> 
With all my heart. Daredevil, farewell to thee; 
but that I am in hopes of a better, Pd invite thee 
for a bedfellow. [JVomen lead in Beaugard. 

Dare. Bedfellow, quoth-a! would I were a-bed 
with any bedfellow that I was sure had but flesh 
and bones about him. 

Dwarf. Come, sir, you are my charge. 

Dare. I hope your little impship will be civil to 
me : pray, sir, what place is this ? 

Dwarf. A crystal castle, built by enchantment 
in a land unknown to any but the fair one that 
commands it: the spirits of the air keep guard 
about it, and all obey her charms. 

Dare. Oh Lord I and what religion is the 
lady of? 

Dwarf. That*8 a secret you'll know rtiore of 
hereafter. 

Dare. Lead on then : now in the lower world, 
whence 
I come lately, were this known. 

How would the fate in ballad be lamented. 

Of Daredevil, the Atheist, that's enchanted. 

\Exeuni. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 

Enter Gratian and Theodoret, 

Gra. These are your men of honour now ; I 
never knew a blustering, roaring, swashing spark, 
tiiat, at the bottom, was good for any thing. 

Theo. Your Jatta^ braves always put on a show ef 
more courage than ordinary ; as your beggarly half- 
gentlemen always wear tawdry and finer clothes 
than their fortune will afford them. 

Gra. But to lie concealed in private in the house 
with her ! 

Theo. Damn her ; she's a prostitute ; has given 
herself already to his arms. 

Gra. Yet, I'll warrant you, she has an excuse for 
that too, if it be so ; as, alas I you know, woman is 
but a weak vessel. 

Theo. A pox o' the weakness of her vessel ! Damn 
her ! would my sword were in her throat ! But will 
our friends be ready ( 

Gra. Most punctually. It was an odd old fellow 
thai which we met with. Was he certainly Beau- 
gard's father ? 

Theo. No body can swear that, for his mother 
was a woman ; but that merry conceited old gen- 
tleman has the honour of it : he has the tide, but 
whose was the property, that I dare not deter- 
mine. 

Gra. I hope he'll be as good as his wcH-d 
with us. 

Theo. It will not be amiss if it prove so. See, 
here he comes too. 



h] THE SOLDHEIfS FCfltTUNE. &) 



Enter Father, and Fourbine. 

Father. You lie^ you 4<^9 yw Scaaderbeg variety 
you lie. Do not I know that he sat up sdl night 
with a consort of whorem^^ters and harlots ? And 
have you the impudence to tell me he is not at 
hoiQ^ \ IXo not I know^ villain, that^ after a de* 
bauch, he will out-imore a Fleet-street constable and 
all his watch, for six, hours ? And. dare you teU' me 
h^ is. UPt at hqme, you. caterpillar ? 

Patir* Upon the word of a true valet de cbambre, 
sir, I deal sincerely and honestly with you. 

' Father. No mor^ to. be siud.: but, .sinah,^ do 
you take notice in his behalf, and tell him, he shall 
pay for this ;. pay for it,, do you hear,, yoa mongril ? 
Fob me . off with ten< stinking giiiueas,, when: I had 
bst a hundred! Fiends and furies,. I'll not bear it.! 
Good morrow, my little thunder-bolts ! What aay 
yoUj mf tiny bmcQ of blunderbusses ; can I be 
serviceable ? Shall we about the business^ while it is 
practicable ? hah ? 

Theo. Have you considered of it thoroughly, 
sir? 

Father. Trouble thy head no farther ; I'll do't, 
ipy darling. 

The^f. Have you considered, sir, that she is your 
SQn*s mistress t 

Fath^. So much the better still ; FU swinge her 
the stoutlier, for alienating his affections fb>m his 
natural father. 

Gra. But suppose you should meet him too there 
in her defence, sir ? 

Father. Still better and better, and better for 
that very reason ; for I would swinge him too with 
much fatherly discipline, and teach him the duty 
which a son, with a great deal of money, owes. an 
honest old daddy that has none. 
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Theo. Very piously resolved, this ; that's the 
truth on't. But, sir, I would have you satisfied 
into the bargain, that this will be no trifling matter. 
No boys' play, old Tilbury. 

Father. Boys* play, sir ? I can tight, sir : though 
I am an old fellow, I have a fox by my side here, 
that will snarl upon occasion. Boys' play! I don*t 
understand your boys' play, sir 

Theo. I would not have you take my plainness 
ill, sir : I only hinted it, to deal with you accord- 
ing to an old fashion of sincerity, which I profess : 
sir, I hope you are not offended at it. 

Father. Then, to rectify all mistakes, let us fairly 
have a breakfast, hoc momento. I have a sort of 
gnawing courage, that when it is provoked, always 
gives me a stomach to a savoury bit and a cheerful 
bottle. I hate to be run through the guts, with no- 
thing in them to keep the wind out. 

Gra. Very well proposed, I think ; for we have 
more friends to meet us at a tavern hard by here, 
where we intend to wish our enterprise well in a 
bonny bottle or two, and then about it as cheerfully 
as we can. 

Father. Very well said, that: this is a pretty 
fellow, ril warrant him. Now, if my rebelbe 
run through the midriff in this business, I am the 
next heir at law, and the two thousand pounds a- 
year is my own, declaro. Come along my little 
spit-fires. 

Noils allons. 

Braves Jrippons J 

Sans scavoir oil nous allons. 

Six bumpers in a hand to him that drills the first 
whoremaster through the small guts. 

Gra. We'll pledge it heartily, sir. 

Father. You are both my honest boys, my best 
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children ; inarch along then bravely and boldly.— 
I must borrow money of these fellovrs before I part 
with them. — Nous allonsj bravesfrippons. 

lEseunt. 

Enter Courtine. 

Caur. Oh the unconscionable importunity of an 
unsavoury, phlegmatic, cold, insipia wife ! By this 
good day, she has kissed me till I am downright 
sick ; I have had so much of her, that I shall have 
no stomach to the sex this fortnight. 

Enter Sylvia. 

SyL My dearest, pray, my dearest, don*t thus 
leave me : by this kind kiss I beg it. 

Caur. Oh, the devil! 
- Syl. Look kindly on me ; speak to me. 

Cour. Plague intolerable ! 

Stfi. Indeed, my dear, I love you with suck 
fondness !-^Pray speak. 

Cattr. I cani,t 

&/. Why, an*t you well? 

Cour. Ob, there's a sudden iaintness comes o*er 
my spirits ! Oh, Fm very sick ! Leave me^ if thou 
lovest me ; stand off, and give me air ; I die else. 
Ohh! 

^/. rU kiss thee then to life again. 

(Jour. Stand off^ I say ; FU not be stifled ! Mur- 
der! help! murder! help! 

^/. Ill-natured tyrant ! 

Cour. Good-natured devil! Kiss, i'the DeviFs 
name !-^ 

4^/. Come near me, husband. 

{Jour. Come not near me, wife. How I am 
tortured ! 

Syl. You must be kind ; indeed^ my dear, you 
must. 
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Caur^ Indeed, my dear, by your good lc$c^, I 
sliaU not.~-DftinnatioQ ! 

SyL You long to be rid of me again. 

Ceur. That I do most mightily ; but how to 
bring it about, if I know, I am a rascal. [Aside. — 
Oh! Oh! 

J^. What's the mutter, dearee ? 

^our. Oh, I am sick again of the siftMea! 
Gvm me the chair there : ob I my heart beats, and 
my head swims ! Oh ! oh ! 

Syl. Alas, I fear you're very sick indeed! If 
my poor lovee should die, what will become of 
me! 

Cour. A plague o'your whining ! Would I were 
well out of the house once 2 

Syl. Shall I fetch thee some cordial, my dearest 
love, my joy ? Speak to me ; shall I ? 

Cour. Ay, if thou wilt, my jewel. [JE^iV Svl- 

viA.] Jewel, quoth-a !-^what a plague's this : hush, 

is she gone ?— Now for a convenient balcony to ven«> 

ture the breaking of a neck at. 

• 
Enter a Page. 

Page. Sir, sir, a word with you. 

Cour. With me, sweetheart } thy business ? 

Page. A lady, sir, that dogg'd you hither thi^ 
morning 

Cour. A lady! 

Page. Yes, a lady, sif. 

Cour. Hist: get you in, my little monkley; 
skip, . skulk, or you'll spoil all else.— ^Here's the 
blessed comfort of a wife again now ; oh» 
oh ! \Ejnt Page. 

Enter Sylvia. 

SyL How is't, my blessing? Here, take this: 
Heaven guard thee. 
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Caur. From thy confounded troublesome com- 
pany^ if it be possible. [^Aside^ [Drinks. 

SyL How is't, my dearee ? 

Cour. If I had but a little more on% dearee. 

Syl. Y\\ see what's left, my joy. - 

Cour. Do, pr'ythee, do, my joy then. Joy in 
the Devirs name. [Aside.'^ \Ejnt Sylvia. 

Hist, sirrah Page, come hither. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Is your lady gone, sir ? 

Cour. Yes : but what news of the other lady, 
my trusty Mercury ? 

Page. She*s now below, sir ; and desires to see 
you. 

Cour. Is she young ? handsome ? 

Page. I can*t tell that, sir ; but she's fare and 
fine. 

Cour. Are her clothes rich ? 

Page. Oh, sir, all gold and silver ; with a deep 
point thingum-thangum over her shoulders; and 
then she smells as sweet as my lady's dressing-box. 

Cour. Flv, little sprite, and tell her I'm impa- 
tient : tell her I'll wait on her within a moment : 
tell her 



Page. But, sir 

Cour. Be gone, be gone, you ^nave, or you'll 
be caught else. Oh. [Ea^it Page. 

Re-enter Sylvia. 

Syl. Here's all that's left, my heart. 

Cour. I am sorry for it ; it is very comfortable. 
[Drinks.'] Oh, oh, oh ! 

J^l. What ails my life. 

Cour. Oh, I have a horrid tremor upon my 
heart! 'tis the old palpitation I used to be troubled 
with returned again. — Oh, if I were but — 

VOL. II. F 
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Conn. Oh! but in. ». qop^itiw tq^ gft abrwdi 
there is an able fellow of m}f acqyuaiiiiitaiic^^ t|;i^ al- 
ways i\s^d to i;^eye me in, t^si QXliremity^ 

SyL Where do^ he Uve ? Ill tajke a, pofch my- 
$df, 9ffd g9 tp l;j>m. 

Co^r. Th? devil take n>0 if I knpT»^.-T-Ob ! HU n 
vast way off — Oh ! i>ow, iit kiJUs' BKie ^g/^ifi. 
* i%/. I shall not think it so^ when it is my duty. 

Cour. That's but tpa kindy Bxy sweetest ; though^ 
if I had but one botl^te of his eUifiihrr 

S^L How is it (»lled ? 

Coun Specimen Vita. 

Syl. JSppqimeu Vita^? 

Cour. Ay, Specimen Vitce: *tis a damned hard 
name, but it is yeir 99Pd. 

i$^i[. Wiiere is^t he lives t^n? Pi;*yth/Be let me go 
thither. 

Cour. Ohy *tis a horrid way pfjF! Besides, it^ifro^ld 
^Q^ble me now^ in 4iis condition, to be ao long 
without tl^p^ 

&f.l. Pr'yi^bu^e l^t me.go. 
. C?|wr. Why *tis a^. fj^r a^ Gru))-streety child; as 
Grub-street. 

Syl. ril be back again instantly. 

Cour. I had rather, indeed^ thou dipul^st go 
tjbys^lf, thaa s^nd a, mes^nger ; because th^ bufii* 
siness will be done more carefully. 
- Syl. How*s the direction, then ? 

Cour. In Grubrstreet^ child, at the sign of the 
Sun and Phc^ix, I think it is, there lives a ol|y- 
mist.; ask for him, and in my name desire a, bpt^le 
of his i^eaWn Pita — Oh! 

Syl. Specimen Vita ! 

Qour. Ay p Specimen Vita ^" TU try in the 
meantiine if X can walk a^ut the room^ ai^L divert 
the terror of my fits. 



acmm ir] THS SOLMCirS' FORTUNE, m 

SyL Heavens bless my dearest dearee. 

(jaur. Thank you, uty only joy. — ^Would in the 
DeviFs name she were gone once^ and bad Imr guts 
M<y)f l&feiti quack's Specimen Vkds. [Aside. 

JS^h You'll' be careful of yourself child ? 

Cour. As careful as i can^ child* 

%A Chid b'w'y, Couhrteel 

(Jour. B'w'y/ my iSilvee^-^h^ oh I 

[EtTit Sylvta» 

Enter Page. 

Is she gone? 
Page. Yesr,«ir. 
Cow. Where's the lady ? 
Page* Here $ just entering up the back stait«. 

Lady appears at the door. 

Couf. Madam^ this honout' done your worthless 
servant-^*-- 

Re-^nter SvLvUi 

Syl. Oh, my dear heart, I had* forgot my wages* 
Prtiy,* Courtee, kiss^ me befom I go^ 

Cour* Cdnfofind her, coiAe again! [Aside^ Ob» 
my lo^,. I have made hard shif): to crawl to th^ 
doo^'faere. 

S^, > WlM^Vthat b<!fhitid yon ? 

<S(mr. Ndtfritig but a page, come ttt- kndwif I 
vmntc^d any thing* — ^A plague of her hawk'i? eyes ! 

[Asidci 

I^U OudVw^y, my dearest love. 

Cmi^. €rad bVye, ray joy. 

S^l. N^, givd me s»K>ther. BVy^ Courtee. 

CoUr. Wv^y^ iSilvee. Sd, is she gone again? 
— ^The devil tak^' me, if thou intefruptest me any 
more; [Locks the door after her. 

F 2 • 
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Enter Lady. 

Lady. Is thai your lady, sir ? 
. Cour. Yes ; but I hope you'll not think the worse 
of me, pretty one, for keeping a wife company now 
and then, for want of better. 

Lady. Can you be so kind, sir, not to forget me ? 
Do you remember me still, captain ? 
. Cour. Remember thee, child ! Is it possible for 
that face to be ever blotted out of my memory ! — 
Though, the Devil eat me, if ever I saw it brfore, 
to the best of my knowledge. [Aside. 

Lady. Where is your lady gone, sir ? 

Cour. To Grub-street, jewel, for some Specimen 
Vita. 

Lady. Specimen Vita^ sir! Oh dear, what*s 
that ? 

Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next room, 
and I will shew thee what Specimen Vita is pre- 
sently. 

Lady. You may, perhaps, think strange of this 
freedom I take with you, sir. 

Cour. Not in the least, child ; it shews thy ge- 
nerosity. — I love her now, for understanding her 
business, and coming close to the matter quickly. 

[Aside. 

Lady. But, sir, presuming on your quondam 
feivours to me, I am come to beg your advice in $ 
matter of law, which I am at present involved in : 
and if you please 

Cour. To retire a little in private? — Oh, thou 
cou!dest not have picked out such another man for 
thy purpose : I am, may be, the best lawyer in the 
world K)r chamber-practice; and if I do not find 
out the merits of thy cause as soon as 
. Lady. Really, you are so good-natured 

Cour. Grub-street, and Specimen Vita, quoth-a ! 
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He that has the palpitation of the hearty and an 
armful of this won't cure him^ let him die upon a 
dunghill^ and be buried in a ditch^ I say.— Tnis is 
the rarest adventure. 

[£a?efin/. Courtike and the Lady. 



SCENE II. 

A Bedrcharnher* 

Enter Beaugard^ as dressing himself. 

Beau. Heigho! heigho! Boy^ imp^ where art 
thou ? 

Dwarf. Here: your pleasure ? What's your plea- 
sure, sir? 

Beau. What is't o'clock, boy ? 

Dwarf Sir, in your world, by computation, I 
guess it may be afternoon. 

Beau. A very pretty little rascal, this; and a 
very extraordinary way of proceeding I am treated 
withal here : I have been a-bed, 'tis true, but the 
devil a wink of sound rest came near my senses all 
the while ; but broken slumbers, dreams, starts, and 
sprawling from one side to the other, in hopes the 
fair unknown that keeps this castle might have been 
so good-natured to have given a stranger a visit. 
This can be 'no less than some romantic design of 
the little fairy, that threatened she would cheat the 
widow of me : now will I, for once, if she does at« 
tempt me, put on that monstrous virtue, called self- 
denial, and be damnably constant. — ^What, music 
again ! This is a merry region, I'll say that for it, 
wherever it be. Boy! 

Dwarf Did you call, sir ? 

Beau. My clothes, monster ; my vestments : I 
hate a dishabille mortally: I long to be rigged, 
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that I piay )tfiStfor action^ if occasion «ho«ld im»- 
ffeffit jtP^f. [Pwrarf drmfs Mm. 

A SONG. 

> 

I. 

Welcome^ mortal, to this place, 
JVhere smiling f at ^ did send thee : 

Snatch thy happy minutes as they pass ; 
Who knows how fpw attend thee I 

II. 

Floods of joy about thee roll, 

Andjlow in endless measure. 
Dip thy wishes deep, and Jill thy ^oul 

With draughts of every pleasure. 

m. 

Feast thy heart with Lo'oe^s desire. 
Thy eyes with Beauty* s charms : 

With imaginations Jan the f re. 
Then stifle it in thy arms. 

IV. 

For, since Life's a slippery guest. 
Whose Jlignt canH be prevented ; 
» Treat it, whilst it stays here, with the best,. 
And then 'twill go contented. 

V. 

Come you that attend on our goddess's will. 

And sprinkle the ground 

With perfumes around ; 
Shew him your duty, and shew us your skill. 

[Enter four black women^ and dance to the 
same measure of the song,, and sprinkle 
sweets. 
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Cif'cle him with chirMsj 
AM raht in hib heart 
Such aMirniiy 
As ^a he'dr wk^ou^i bp ihepc^er bfhis Oart. 

[They dance round him. 



Fill all his veins with a tender desire^ 
And then shew a beaut if to set 'em a^re: 
\^ii kind panting breasts to his wot^nd s^e apply. 
Then on those white pillows of hoe ,lf^t him die* 

[The dance ends. 

S^^. Fftlth; arid with dll liijr hdaft^ tot I am 
weary of the Hngermg ffi^iai^, bfld 16h| ih tMe by 

Hiherdd in by ar cbvtple cf C\ipm ! 

IWb Ctipids rUH iri d tdBlefuMsked. 
Pretty innocent contrivance ! Well, h6ffe*i no feai* of 
starvitig, tjidt** one totfifert. No^, inf dear mu- 
sicians, would ye but be as godd ai ybiir ieotd, and 
shew toe the beauty you have s6 Jtrfcpaf ^d tne for I 
— i±-;i-But theh, my wid6wl rtiy deaf, generous, 
fi6ble-heart6d widovt^ ! She that I6v6s liberty as I 4o. 
She that defies matrifnony as I do too. Shall I 
turn recreant, and be false to her ? Ah Daredevil, 
Daredevil ! How 1 want thee to help me out in this 
Case of conscietrce a little ! ' 

m 

Enter Daredevil. 

Dare. Beaugard', where art thotf ? 

Beau. Ah, dear damnation ! 1 was just now 
heartily wishing for thee. 

Dare. Such news, such tidings ! such a discovery ! 

Beau. Hah, WhaVs the matter, man ? 

Dare. Only s^ awd fifty virgins a-piece^ for us, 
that* s aH, ^fdkf Kttle bli^shing opening buds, you 
rogue, that never had so much as a blast of mascu* 
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line breath upon them yet> ■ W hat's here ? A 
banquet ready ? Nay then I am satisfied. Never 
were heroes so enchanted as we are. 

Beau. Bi^t where are the virgins^ Daredevil ? 
the virgins ! 

• Dare. There's only one of them^ child; only 
one ; — but such a one, my soldier— 

Beau. Is there but one then ? 

Dare. That's no matter man, FIl be contented^ 
till thou hast done with her : I hate a new conve- 
niency that was never practised upon ; 'tis like a 
new shoe, that was never worn, wrings and hurts 
one's foot basely and scurvily. I love my ease> I. 

Beau. But is she very lovely ? 

Dare. Such a swinger, you dog I she'll make thy 
heart bound like a tennis ball at the sight of her : 
with a majestic stately shape and motion. 

Beau. Well. 

Dare. A lovely, angelical^ commanding face. 

Beau. By heavens. 

Dare. With two triumphant, rolling, murdering 
eyes, that swear at you every time you look upon her. 

Beau. Stand off, stand off, I say; she is mine 
this minute. But then again, my widow !-^ 

Enter a Lady masked. 

Hah ! — !— Masked too ! When the devil shall I see 
a woman with her own natural face again ? Madam— 

Lady. Be pleased, sir, to repose yourself a little ; 
there is a small account, sir, to be adjusted. betwixt 
you and I. Where are my servants? Who is it 
waits there ? 

[Several men^ vizarded and armed, 
appear at the doors. 

Beau. What the devil can be the meaning of this 
now^? I am not to be murdered, I hope, after all 
tliis ceremony and preparation. 

\ 
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Dare* Murdered, w tke. devil's aanne ! Here is 
great fear of being murdered, truly. 

Jjady. Come, «ir,i sit down, sir. 

Beau* Madam, I'll obey you. 

Lady. I doubt not, sir, but since your coming 
hither, you are much surprized, -vrA wonder at your 
treatment. 

Dare. So now the fardle's opened, we shall see 
what is in it. . [AHde. 

Beau. Madam, it has been ao very highly gene- 
rous 

Lady. That you . are . prepared with compliments 
to pay me for it. 
But, sir, such coin's adulterate and base : 
I must have honest dealing irom your heart. 

Dare. Swear to her, swear to her a little, mahi; 
pour out a bushel of oaths upon her instantly : swear, 
swear, if thou wilt do any good upon her. ^ 

Lady. I know my rival. ( 

Beau. Ay, 'tis so, just now, just as I thought ; 
my poor widow will run a damnable hazard of losing 
this sweet person of mine, if I do not take abun- 
dance of care in the business. Here are rogues on 
each hand, with, blunderbusses too. I shall he ra^ 
vished. - [^Aside. ' 

Lady^ She, by her arts. 
And the good, fortune to have first attempted it, 
I know, is possess*d already of your heart. 
But know too, I'm a woman, loathe refusal. 
Scornful refusal r- 

Dare. Sweiir to her, I tell thee: That ever a 
fellow should lose all this time for an insignificant 
oath or two. [^Aside, 

Lady. Or, if my fortune, 
Which is not despicable, prove too weak 
An ai^ument to tell you I deserve you ; 
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Yet I have ifai» to boast, I ne'er cocioeard inyBel^ 
Either for shame or ends ; but rather chose 
To run the risk of being denied your lore^ 
Than win it by base artifioe and practices^ 
What think vou, sir ;— 
Beau* Hani- 



ito«»ltfMM^*i 



That, madam, Vm most miserable, 

Unles s " 

. Lady* Your widow Porcia, sir, your widow* 

Beau* Madam^ I must oonfess-*- 

Lady. Well. 

Beau. That I lore her; and will for dver.^^ 

Lady* Death ! Do you confess it too ? 
See you not here yourself within my power. 
And dare you still confess you love that creature ? 
That far I ve kept my word, I've crossed her stra- 
tagems : 
You are here nx]^ pris*ner, and, by what is past. 
You ought to thinK me capable of more« 
. Dare. If this fellow would but swear a Uttle, all 
this might be nectified* Madam, to my own kaow« 
ledge—— 

Beau. Fool, stand off*. 
Tm sensible that you are the loveliest creature 
My eyes ever gaz'd on ; bu t 

Lady. But what ? 

Beau. Tm sure 
You'd yourself scorn, nor think me worth your heart, 
Could I be faithless, could I be inconstant. 
Pity me, fair one ; yet, methinks this hand 

Lady. Should send a dagger to thy ungrateful 
heart* 
By heaven 1*11 never bear it 

Beau. Madam ! 

Dare. Madam, 
Could you but throw some favour on your servuit 
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LaAf. By til tb0 ftrjr in a woman's heart, 
J*U be rereng'4 on hii* Make midjr, akvcit 
TJp 4o ymr office 

jDdT/^ Ma4ai 



^■^■^•i^ 



B00U* Iwk yotty madain^ your bdyabip may do 
yow pleaaure^ you may comiaaiid half a dozen of 
imllete 4lirougfa hb^ pcaicmnium^ if you have a mind 
to have your beauty spoke w^l of by the critios of 
Holbom, that once a month awarm at their win- 
dows |o s{^ handsome fiioes : upon that considem* 
t^ you inay murder a poor constant monster if 
you please, madam. 

Zad^* Still I am sooniM then I 

\Peau^ Would 3F0U kill me barbarously ? 
Sur^ those sweet eyes could not see such a sight; 

Itodift No, take your life^ $nd withH this satis- 
Aotion ; 
porcia scorns you, as much as you do me : 
And, till thou suest upon thy humble knees 
To me for pity> Poicia shall despise thee. 

JSe4tti* Madamy I swear \-^ 

JU^y* Nomore. 
Beau* By all those beauties.-— 
Lady. Be gone, for ever fly this. Ah h!-« 

ISqueuks. 

Enter Courttne. 

Cour. Death, damnation, devils! How came I 
hither, Beaugard? 

Beau>^ Friend Courtine ! Speak, m»a : what's the 
matter? 

Cour. Damnation! jilted, choused, betrayed— 

Enter a Woman. 

Woman. A midwife ! Run for a midwife, run for 
some good woman— .Oh madam, an accident. 
Beau. A midwife! 
Lady. Heavens ! a midwife. \^Exit. 
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Cour. Yes, friend, a midwife. I am • sweetly 
managed, I-— I thought I had been in private here^ 
in this house, with a civil person of good reputation^ 
and it proves a damned trepanning strumpet. Just 
in the middle of all our good understanding toge- 
thei-, she fetches a great shriek, and roars out for a 
midwife: the drab is full gone with bastard, and 
Bwelars I am the fether of it. 

Beau* A very great happiness, take my word 
for't, friend; children- bring a great honour with 
them, Courtine. It may grow up to be a comfort 
to thee in thy old age, man. 

Dare. Oh, your olive branches are unspeakable 
blessings, the gift of Heaven. I love to see posterity 
go forward, and families increase, with all my heart. 

Cour. Let me be hanged and quartered^ gentle- 
men, if ever I set eyes on the harlot in my life 
before. My sweet wife, with a pox to her, brought 
me hither. 

Beau, Why, is thy wife in London ? 

Cour. Yes, Hell confound het*! she has hunted 
me full cry up to town : seized upon me this morn- 
ing, and brought me hither, where it seems she lay 
all the last night. 

Dare. Why then, for aught I know, we may still 
be enchanted. 

Beau. I am glad to hear that with all my heart. 
Is she in the house. 

Cour. No ; I was forced to counterfeit sickness, 
'till I was e'en sick indeed, to ^et rid of her, upon 
pretence of going to my physician, in the devil's 
name ; that this confounded bulker, with her guts 
full of bastard, and I might console together for half 
an hour ! and I am sweetly fitted with a concubine, 
that's the truth on't. 

Beau. This comes of your whoring, Courtine; 
if you had kept me company, and livra virtuously, 
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none of this had happened to you now. But you 
must be wandering. No reasonable iniquity will 
serve your turn. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. Ha, ha, ha! Well, 1*11 swear, Captain Cour- 
tine, you are the happiest gentleman I Yonder's the 
finest chopping boy for you. Why, it will be able 
to carry a musket in your company within this fort- 
night. And then, I am so obligea to you for bring- 
ing the lady to lie in at my house, that if your wife 
will do me the honour, FU take it for a favour to 
stand for godmother with her. 

Cour. And, madam, to return your compliment, 
I wish with all my heart you were pregnant with a 
litter of nine such choppme boys, upon condition 
that I were bound to be godnther to tne whole ken- 
nel.-— Confound your being witty, with a plague to 
you. \Aside, 

Beau. That's something coarse though, friend, to 
a lady that's so civil to you. 

Enter several Maids of the Family ^ one with the 

Child. 

1 Maid. See, Jenny, yon*s the man ; that, that's 
the father. 

2 Maid, ril swear it is a proper person. 

3 Maid. Oh sir, heavens bless you, you are the 
happiest man I Here is my young master, as like 
you as if you had bore it yourself. 

1 Maid. What a pretty little nose it has ! 

^ Maid. And just its fathers ejres for all the 
world. 

1 Maid. It would never grieve a body to have a 
child by such a handsome gentleman. 

Cour. Ye whores, ye drabs I ye fulsome, stinking 
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wboras ! Clwterft <rf po:ses oa ye, and na hoipitBl^ 
pitf ye :^— — Confiwnd ye, leave me. 

Beau* Fye upon it, Courtine; fye for shame; 
give something to the nurse^ man ; that's but civiL 

Enter Sylvia. 

Syt. A bastard ! death, a bastard I under my nose 
io6* Whei«*s the vile hateful monster ? 
' Beau. Have patience^ lady,— - 

/$y/« False, loathsome traitor. 
^ Cour. Now my joy's completed. 
' Sgi. Let me come at him^ let me go.-^ < 

Caur. Hold her fast, iriend> if thou lovest me. 

Syl. Thou devil!— Thou tsreacherons, fidtbl^s^ 
pet]«ifed wietch ! Thou husband ! Look in my fi^e* 

Cour. Well. 

- Syl. Did ever I deserve this ? 

D^nerate brute! Thou, only in falsehood, man! 

Thou rampant goat abroad, and drone at home. 

Coartine. Like a dog witk a bottle, &c. \j^9igs. 

Syl. Thou perfect yoke-feUow! thou heavy ox^ 
Thou want'st a goad to make thee know thy 

strength* 
Deaths fiends^ and torments! I could dig those 

eyes out. 
I'll bear it no longer. Bedlam! Bedlam! Bedlam t 

[Courtine nngs and dances a Jig. 

Syl. No more! I'll stay no more to be his triumph. 
Bst wam'd by me, 3^ vii^ns that are blest 
With your first native freedom ; let no oaths 
Of perjured mankind woo you to your ruin: 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping crocodile 
Moans at your feet, remember then my fall : 
And when for pity most' his tears implore. 
Like me, your virtue to your hearrts recal ; 
iUsolvie to scorn, and never see him more. [JElftV. 
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Cour. WitH all my heart, thoti deair^ dear wife 

aiKl plague. 
Biam* M^thinks a veiy pitiful case diis, madanu 
LoAf^ M ^our widow were but here, aiv, now, 
^e fnigbt fairly see whi^ she ia tike to tarust to. 

[^Here the skam sceme* 

Efiter a Wotoan and PA&EPSviLy. 

Wonurn^ Oh» madam! madayi! what will be- 
wm^ of us all! 

Lady. Become of us, woman! Prithee, wbait!a 
t|aa mutter J ta& we in any danger? 

Mare. Only tout brother^n-law^ madam, andc 
km. fitt^od wjith abcffie a dozen amied men mooe, 
madam, tha^a a^H. the matter, madam* 

ia^4 IM^ bmther-in hua 1 

Digtfv. \ki^ youn bvotiber^'in-fawTi, hdgr, if jma^ 
name be Pocciai: Suck a one they ask for. 

Beaum. PorciaJ: 

Qmtu Yesy ^orcia: I couid have told y^tt she 
aiaa ror^ia be£3fe« 

Por. "Tis but too true, sir; my imha]^ name is« 
PofQia. 

Btau^ Porciai my widow 1 my dear lovely widow \) 
What an illrnatur'd trick, waa this ooncealment I 

t^ti 'iChpugh, «ir, you never saw my face before. 
If npWv you thmk it worlii.yx>ur least regard. 
Protect me, for I dread my brother's fury, 
Ev'n worse than matrimony. Here, sir, I yield my- 
self 
Up. yours for ewr. 

Beau. And shall I claim. thee? 

Per. From, this hour, for ever. 

Beau. And by this happy hour. Til. keep thee, 
ipine then# Siiecure diyself in the next private closet. 
Peace to thy heart, poor widow. [Exit PoRcui. 
Oife us but arms !— 
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Dare. Those I have provided for you. 
I found our swords in a certain private comer that 
shall be nameless, where I was proposing some 
civil familiarities to the lady governess of the family, 
just as the bhisterers entered. 
. Beau. Are they in the house, then ? 

Dare. Yes, and have bound the servants too ; the 
hungry rogues %vere all surprized jat dinner ; you'll 
hear iiiore of them presently. 111 warrant you* 

Cour. Stand to your arms, Beaugard; the enemy*^ 
upon us. 

Dare. We have had a succession of very pretty 
adventures here ; first we are enchanted, then we 
are fiddled to sleep, then we are fiddled up again ; 
then here^s a discovery of a very fair lady, followed 
by another, of a bouncing brown bastard; and 
wJben we niight have thought all fortuneV tricks had 
been over, we are ina very iair way at last of having 
our throats cut But TU secure one life, that shall 
be my care— [ Jy stealing off. 

Beau. Dog, stay and fight ; or, by Heaven, Til 
rip your heart out. 

Dare. Well then, if I must fight I must : what 
a pox, t have two seconds o'my side ; and that has 
saved many a coward's credit before now. 

INoise mthin. 
Theo. Break open the door there ; force the pas- 
sage; down with it. 

Enter Theodoret, Gratian, and Father. 

Beau. Well, gentlemen, what farther? What 
ineans this violence here ? ^ 

Theo. I hope, sir, that's no secret, when you see 
who we are. 

Father. We come, sir, to demand a lady, sir; 
one Poreia. 

Beau. How's that, my father ! 
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Father. Father me no fathers : I am none of thy 
father^ fellow; but I am these gentiemen^s friend 
here. Now, Atheist^ will I murder thee. 

Dare. Oh Lawd ! 

Father. Jack, Jack, Jack ! come hither Jack ! a 
word with thee. Jack : give me a hundred meoes now, 
and ril be o'thy side Jack ; and help thee to beat 
off these impudent fellows. Grentlemen, I cannot 
but own to you that this is my son.-— - 

Beau. Sir, were you nicked to your shirt, I would 
not part with a single shilling, sir. 

Father. Though, if he were my son ten thousand 
times, in such a cause as yours, I'll draw my sword 
against him. * iDraws. 

Beau. You may remember, gentlemen, a chal* 
lenge. 

Gra. Which you forgot, sir. 

Cour. Hah ! a challenge, Beaugard ? 

Beau, ril tell thee more hereafter. To shew 
you I Have not forgot it, the lady you thus persecute 
is now under my protection, and with my sword 
1*11 keep her so. tDraws. 

Cour. If we don't, may my wife get the better of 
nde, and wear mine for a bodkin. 

Theo. Come on then, sir. 

Beau. For the lady. 

Gra. For my honour. 

Cour. And for my friend, sir. 

Dare. Old brimstone-beard, have at thee. 

lUght. — The rest of Tkeodokbt's party I 

yall in. 

Cour. tfase traitors I odds ! 

Beau. Confound them, thrust 

[Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 

Dare. Oh, I am slain \ My maw runs out : what 
will become of me ! Oh ! 

[Gratian and DAREVEVih fall. 

VOL. n. G 
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Enter THEODORSTt 

Theo. Secure that passage now ;■ ■ H ow fitret 
my friend ? 

Gra. I'm wounded : send for a surgeon quickly^ 
for I Ueed much. 

ITheo. Look to your master, sirrah; and you, fel* 
low, be careful of this beast here. 

Dare. Oh, a parson ! a parson! dear sir, a par* 
son! Some pious good divine, if you have any 
charity. 

Enter Father with Porcia. 

Father. Here, here she is ; I have got her for 
you ; let me alone for ferretting a female*s quarters 
out. 

Theo. rd have you, sir, take care for your se- 
curity : there's mischief done, sir. 

Father. The more mischief the better; thou 
sfaalt find me no flincher, boy: here, here; make 
sure of her. 

Por. Inhuman tyrant ! why am I abused tbus i 
Help! murder! help! 

Theo. None of your tricks ; no cries^ no shrida 
for succour. 
By Hell, here's that shall silence you for ever. 
Thou woman : thou young, itching, wanton jdevil t 
Fly to base cells of lust ! give up thy virtue. 
Disgrace thy name, and triumph e'en in in&my t 
On what a tottering point his honour stands. 
That trusts the treasure in such lavish hands. 

[Ej^eunf. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE L 

Enter Lucretia in Maris Clothes^ and Chlous. 

Luc. From this gay minute, farewell love and 
doating : I have shook the lazy, stretching, wishing 
folly out of my blood, and now my wandering 
heart is at home again. Let me see; I have a 
hundred and a hundred times wished myself a man t 
and now, in outwi^rd appearance, I am a very 
fellow; nay, a very pretty fellow: for methinu 
f<^pery, impertinence, self-conceit, and other mas* 
cuhne qualities grow upon me strangely, Oh^ 
mischid^, mischief, mischief! thou art a very sweet 
employment-*— -But opportunity ! bewitching, love* 
ly, omnipotent opportunity! how shall I come at 
thee ? — Chkuis ! 

Chl(K Madam, 

Luc. Give me my sword, 

Chlo. Here, macmm : bless us, what will your 
ladyship do with yourself in this equipage ? 

Luc Ladyship, hussy! Take notice, from this 
important moment, I am no more yoor mistress ; 
but that imperial creature, your master : and, there- 
fore, know too, I will have my feminine habiliments 
burnt instantly, and an i^rator sent for to make 
me a beai*d grow. I will learn to ride, fence, vault, 
and make fortifications in dirti^pies: nay, if the 
humour hold, I'll go vokinteer into Germany against 
the Turk, 

Chlo. But what will be the end of all this, 
Qiadam? 

G 2 
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Luc. Why, if I go into the war, I shall have 
the privilege, when I return home, to talk of 
inarches, battles, and sieges^ which I never was at, 
nor understand any more than the fools I tell my 
story to. If I stay at home, with the privilege of 
good clothes, pertness, and much simplicity, will I 
set up for a spark, grow familiar at White-hall, and 
impudent with some great man there or another ; 
run in debt with a hi^ hand, be terrible in eating- 
houses, and noisy all over the town. 

Chlo. A very hopeful resolution. 

Luc. As thus : when I and another spark meet. 
Damn me. Jack, says I, what times are there stir- 
ring ? What ready to be had ? What caravans have 
you met with ? or what loose lately managed ? You 
rogue, you look very high upon the huckle. 

Chlo. Well, madam ; but what will all this gib- 
berish signify ? 

Luc. Signify, you fool! why what it signifies 
already ; wit, courage, martial discipline, interest at 
court, pretence to preferment, free quarters in my 
lodgings, and free booty in every cuckold*s shop, 
who shall trust me against his palpable knowledge 
that I am not worth a groat ; and never have the 
impudence to hope to be paid. 

Clo. And must your honour have a mistress too ? 

Luc. Yes, hussy , and you shall be serviceable to 
me in the matter : Fll have a doxy this very night ; 
f I have singled her out already; Courtine's wife, 
that jealous, raging, insatiable helpmate of the 
captain's, shall be my Dulcinea del Toboso. She*s 
in love with me already, that's my comfort : as I 
passed through the hall just now, she coming into 
the house to pay a visit to the widow Porcia (who, 
by the way, is as wicked as myself, and my great 
counsellor in this noble project), we met : I, you 
must know, bowed very respectAiUy ; she^ taking 
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me for a stranger, courtsied as low ; aad viewing 
me strictly, leered at me, as if that minute she 
took aim at my heart, and designed me for her 
quarry. 

Chlo. But, madam, she knows^ and must discover 
you. 

Luc. Thou art a fool : she never saw me till yes- 
terday in her life-time; then, too, disguised: so 
that if I do not practise on her frailty, and by that 
means find a way to revenge myself on that vizard* 
monger Beaugard, may I be condemned to wear 
breeches as long as I live, and never know more 
than the present use I make of them. 

Chlo. Hist, madam ; she^s returning. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Luc. Hush, then : now my cause is coming on^ 
and have at her. 

Syl. Sweetheart, pray oblige me so far to shew 
me the way to the gardens : I come to pay a visit 
to madam Porcia, and am informed she*s gone 
there for the air. — ^A very handsome youth— 

[Aside. 

Chlo. Madam, this young gentleman here is 
come hither on the same kind errand with your 
ladyship, and waits till her return. 

Ltu:. But, madam, the good fortune of seeing 
you is a happiness would recompense the being 
disappointed of all tlie conversation of your sex be- 
sides. 

1^1. Indeed, sir! 

iuc. Yes, indeed, madam. 

Syl. Are you a relation to this fkmily, sir ? 

Luc. Madam, the greatest advantage I hope 
from the family is, henceforth to have of^ner the 
honour of kissing your fair hands here : it is an op^ 
portunity I should make no ungentlemanly use of. 



86 THE ATHEIST ; OR, [act v. 

JShfl. Opportunity^ sir? 

Luc. Yes, opportunity, madam: I am not ashamed 
to mention so honest a friend as opportunity to onb 
that, by her years and beauty, shoula not, methitiks, 
be a mortal toe to opportunity. 

Sul. Do you know me, sir ? 

£u(f. Why, madam, do I treat you Kke a stranger? 
Khow you ! By this good hour, there has not been a 
dfty or night since I first saw you, that I have 
thought or dreamed of any thing else. Are not you 
the wife of a certain swaggering 'squire about this 
town, who calls himself Captain Courtine. 

SyL Yes, sir ; such a -friend in a comer I haire, 
sir; and what have you to say to him sir ? 
rU swear, a very handsome youth still. — [Aside. 

Luc. What, madam ? what I have to say to you, 
rather than losie you^ I would say to him ; which 
is, that I like you, love you, languish for yoa ; 
and would with all my heart, blood, spirit, and 
flesh, I ■ 

Syl. I'll swear, sir, I am mightily obliged to 
you, and so is Mr. Courtine; ha, ha, ha! 

Lnc. Mr. Courtine ! Take notice, madam, I re- 
ceive that expression as kindly as if you had called 
him what I wish him : for, pretty one, if my in- 
telligence be true, he lives with your ladyship as 
much like Mr. Courtine, as much like a gentle- 
man. 

Syl. Sirl 

Luc. Madam! 

Syl. Oh Gad, he's very handsome. [Aside. 

Luc. Shall we walk in these gardens anon ; for 
I have the privilege of a key that opens into the 
fields : the moon shines too. 

SyL Between ten and eleven does the moon 
shine? 

Luc. As bright as any thing but yourself. 
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1^/. But you'll tell, young gentlemtiit 
iiuc. Only you^ how I love you. 
Sj/L Eleven's a late hour. 
. Luc. Not too li^te. 

ffl. Indeed I 
uc. I\ftke this^ and my word^ for it. 

[KintB her. 
Sk^L Fie, how you use m^ when you mean to 
ferget me. 

Zmc* Hush, no more; company's coming.— 
Eleven. 

&fL Ten, if j^ou are kind enough. 

Juuc.. \ydl mi^ my chaste sei^. [Aiide. 

Enter Porcia. ^ 

Pin'. Ob^ cousin, art thou come I Thou ait die 
welcomest creature on the earth ; I have expected 
thee, almost to despair, for these diree hours. Ohf 
sir, your servant. 

Luc. I am her^ madam, in order to your o(»i<* 
mands. 

SyL Her commands ! >^ 

Por. Oh, cousin, the prettiest bestHiaturad 
youth ! He is something related to us a great way 
off; and by that means has the privilege of visiting, - 
without (^nce to my jealous brother-in-law, aid 
^nruinical guardian. Have you contrived that bu» 
siness? 

Luc. Madam, it is done. 

SyL Business ! What business, cousin ? 
Lora, cousin, you seem concerned at it. 

Par. I'll tell thee : seeing myself here oonfined 
to the rules and limits dT a very prison, I am re- 
solved to put as good a face upon the matter as it 
will bear, and make my misfortune as easy as I 
can. Wherefore, for a little present diversion^ I 
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ve contrived a letter in an unknown name, by this 

ung agent here, and conveyed it to thy lewd 

sband, with another in my own to Beaugard ; 

d Bent for thee, my dear, to share in the pleasure 

the consequence. 

<!^/. Ha, ha, ha! Bnt what will be this conse- 

ence, cousin ? 

Por. Twenty to one but it occasions some new 

irm and divertisement to my jailors ; who are 

very capricious, they would Bincy a rat behind 
e hangings for a concealed lover. It may too, by 
ance, produce me some lucky opportuni^ once 
TK to make my escape out of their merciless power, 
ly, they are already half disposed to run away 
Biuselves ; for by my woman's interest in the 
rgeoD, who has care of the swearing atheistical 
low, yesterday hurt in the scuffle, and afterwards 
nvey«d hither, he gives it out that he fears his 
>unas may be mortal. Upon which my lover 
ratian signs, and turns up his eyes like a godly 
other at exercise. My brother llieodoret pufe, 
ells, grinds his teeth, and stamps as if he would 
nn himself against the next wall; while poor 
;augard*s never-be-good &ther has, with pure 
ir, lost a red nose that has been his fast friend for 
e>e forty years ; and every time he sees his 6ce 

a glass, fancies every wrinkle there has the shape 

a gibbet 

Enter Phillis. 
Pkil. Oh, my dear, dear lady, what will become 
us ! the most unhappy accident I 
For. Hah ! 

Phil. Indeed, madam, I could not possibly help 
; I have lost it. 
Por. Lost it, lost what ? What hast thou lost ? 
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Would thou hadst lost thyneVy lost a leg, or an arm, 
or any thing, rather than have put me in this fright. 
Speak, what is the matter ? 

Phil. Oh, madam, the billet ; madam^ the billet* 

Luc. How's this ? 

Por. What, the note I sent to Beaugard ? 

PhiL As I hope to see you happy, nuidam, I 
put it as iast here between these two poor naked 
breasts here, as ever it could stick, so I did ; when, 
just as I was going forth, who should meet me but 
the old, wicked, ranting, roaring gentleman that 
lies hid here for fear of hanging, would he had been 
well hanged a twelvemonth since ; and there he fell 
a towzing and mowzing, and a meddling with me ; 
I was never so afraid of being ravished in my life, 
gad he knows : so, in the struggle, I guess the note 
was lost, truly ; though, in my heart, I wish I had 
been ravished six times over, rather than such a mis- 
fortune had happened. Nevertheless, I have done 
your business for you, so I have. 

Par. Business I what business ? Ugliness and ill 
reputation light on thee! Thou hast undone aiid 
rumed me for ever. •• , ♦ 

PhiL Why, I have met with the captain and 
told him the whole matter, as well as if he had read 
it in the letter 'himself. He*s but too kind a man 
to you, and I too feithful a servant, so I am, to be 
thus reviled and. cursed by you for all this. 

Por. What then did he say? Fool, beast, and 
blockhead; tell ine. 

PhiL Why, he said he'd die a thousand and a 
thousand times for you, were it possible, so he did ; 
and that he will not eat, drink, or sleep, till he has 
set you at liberty, so he wo'nt; and tJiat he will 
be in the garden before ten. 

Luc. What's in this case to be done, madam ? 

Par. O dearest cousin, retire if you love me; 
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for, should the lords of my liberty get any notice of 
this billet, and find a man here, notwithstanding 
your relation, who knows what ill usage it may ag^ 
grayate ! To thy chamber, dear Lucrece, ere the 
storm comes upon us. \Aiide. 

Luc* I am all obedience : sweet creature, you*lI 
remember — [To Sylvia. 

Syl. It is not possible to foi^et you, surely. 

JLuc* Blessings on you for tiiis gopdness. 

[^Kisses her handj and tnt. 

Enter Theodoret in a Rage. 

Theo. Double-bar up all the'dooi:s and windows: 
load all the arms in the house, and be ready for 
execution instantly, sdl of ye. By those devils that 
dance in your gogling eyes, madam, I'll try if yon 
have given yourself over to hell so far, that you can 
out at a key»hole. 

Por. What means die great he-brute ? 

Theo. To cut off your intelligence, lady, and 
make thee, ere I have done, to curse thy fiither and 
mother that let thee learn to write. Seest thou this, 
thou irreclaimable, profligate wretch! Fogh ! Send 
you the draggle-tailed mmister of thy lewd aiRdrs 
a hunting, full cry about the town, upon die nmk 
scent of. a brawny-backed Hector! By Heavens! 
the thought of it stakes me loath the house, and 
fancy it sdnks of the foul sins thou hast imagined 
in it. 

For. Thou barbarous, ill-mamiered, worse than 
beast I Why am I abused thus r why made a pri- 
soner too, at your saucy will? fettered up, and 
barred all liberty and converse ? 

Theo. For die same reason other too hot-blooded 
females are; because, if possible, I would not have 
a good breed spoiled. 

For. What a load of dirt is thy thick scull 
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onanmed withal^ if thy tongue were able to throw 
it out I 

Theo. Filthy, filthy, fubome, filthy I What, be 
a Doll Common, and follow the camp ! How love*^ 
lily would your fair ladyship look, mounted upon a 

^^^SS'^^^^^^ presiding ovvrthe rest of the xcaptain*8 
dirty equipage ! 

J^L If afiy thing in the world would make me 
follow a camp, it would be a vi^ry strong fimcy I 
have, that I should never see you in one, sir. 

7%eo. Your ladyship has reason to defend the 
soldier's cause ; you have married one, as I take it, 
madam. Ha, ha, ha. 

For. He in a camp ! he has not courage enough 
to animate half a tailor, nor good 4iiimour enough 
to make a spaniel of,, nor sense enough, if he were 
that animal, to learn to fetdi and cariy. 

Theo. This will open no locks, lady. 

For. But there are instrume&ts to be had that 
will break open locks, sir. 

Theo. Will you please to retire, and consider 
farther of that in your chamber. 

For. No, Pll not stir, sir. 

Theo. Nay, by Heaven, but you shall, madam. 

Syl. Nay, by Heaven, but she shall not, sir. 

Father at the 4oor. 

Theo. Howl 

Father. By Jove, and that's wdl aaid ; 111 stand 
a little, and see what's the matter. 

Theo. Do not drive me to use violence. 

Father. How I violence to a fair lady I that's not 
so wdl neitiier. 

For. Haik you, sir, my jailor or my hang^man ; 
for which of the two your office will end in, br 
your proceedings, I cannot imagine : do but touch 
m^ or offer the kast violence to compel me to a 
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eloser confinement^ by this injured heart. Til fire 
the house about your ass's ears : I'll sooner bum 
with you, to be revenged, than endure such inso- 
lence and torment any longer. 

Theo. Very well. 

Father. I'gad, a brave girl! a delicate wench! 
how my fingers itch to take her part now ! I have a 
month's mind to espouse her quarrel and make 
friends with poor Jacky again. Honest Jacky ! 'tis 
the best-natured boy in the world, thoi^h I was 
such a beast to fall out with him. \Aside. 

Por. Inhuman, cruel Theodoret! why do you 
aflHict me thus ? Why do you force the tears from 
my poor eyes, and rack a tender heart that never 
wronged you [JVeeps. 

Theo. For your soul's health, lady ; and the wel- 
fare of your wasting reputation. A pox o' your 
whining ! come, to your chamber, to your prayer- 
book >nd repentance: fasting and humiliation will 
be good for you. To your chamber. 

Por. To my grave first. 

Theo. Nay then ^Wha, hoa ! 

{Offers to lay hold of Iter. 

Por. Stand off! Murder! Cramps, rheums, and 
palsies wither thy unmanly hands. 

Theo. By Heaven ! — 

Por. You dare not do it. 

Theo. Hah! 

SyU No, sir, you dare not do it, you dare not 

Theo. Avauntf pass ! Confound me but I shall 
be scratched here presently for my patience. 
( Syl. What an ill-bred camel ^tis f 

Father. Nav, and what's more, yoa shall not 
do it, you shall not, sir — Hob ! Is this the issue of 
your honourable pretensions ? 

Theo. Et tu Brute. 

Father. Brute, brute I Brute me . no brutes^ 
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£riend : ounds, I am a man, fdlow ; battoons and 
bilboes ! brute ! a gentleman ! 

Theo. Your pardon, sir ! 

SyL Don*t pardon him, sir. 

Enter Gratian, leaning on a staff. 

Gra. Oh, friend! 

Theo. VooT Gratian. 

Gra. If ever we ought to do any thing for oar 
safety, let us now prepare and look about us: I 
have made hard shift to hobble hither ; my wound^s 
grown veiy troublesome-— We are all lost. 

Theo. I can fear nothing when my friend*s so 
near me* 

Syl. Now, cousin, rebel, and force your freedom 
nobly. 

Father. Jacky, I hope, Jacky, at die head of 
in)miiidons, and declaring for his property. Look 
yt>u, gentlemen; I must confess Thave a remorse of 
conscience, and am sensible I have been a rebel : 
wherefore, if my liege son and heir have recruited 
his power, and be once more up in arms, loyalty 
and natural affection, friends, will work; I must 
pronounce for prince Jacky ; and here I resolve to 
defend his territories. \Draws a broad^sword. 

Gra. If prince Jacky have interest enough to get 
your pardqn for murder, sir, it will be your best 
way to close with him ; for, in short, the Atiheist 
Daredevil, your antagonist, is dead, sir. 

Theo. Hah I Dead ! 

Father. Deadl 

Gra. Yes, ^ead, sir. 

Syl. So much the better. Porcia, let us run up 
to the leads, and cry out muirdet to the streets this 
moment. 

Father. Then, I find, that I am but a short- 
lived sinner; fiirewell for ever old hock, sherry. 
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nutmeg and sugar^ seven and eleven^ Ank-^krwty, 
and the doublets ! Never comes better of rebelling 
against one's natural-bom children. I shall be 
hanged one of these sun^shiny mornings^ «aiid a 
ballad come out in the afternoon to a lamentable 
eighty-eight tune of the Careful Son and Prodigal 
Father. Dead, said you, sir ? 

Gra. Or, at least, cannot survive half an hour ; 
therefore, it is my opinion, that we instantly quit 
the house, and provicle for all our safety. 

Theo. Confusion, devils ! 

Por. Nay, sir, stand fast! dare but to open a 
door, sir ; by Heaven, that moment I'll alarm the 
town : You shall not think to escape, reeking widi 
a poor man's blood, shed in defence of me* 

Theo. Lady, no fooling. 

Por. No, sir, no fooling ; but now, sir, go you 
to your chamber, sir, to your chamber ; to your 
prayer-book and repentance: fasting and humilia^ 
tion will be good for you : to your chamber, sir ; as 
you tender your neck, sir. 

Theo. Damnation ! unhand me ! 

Pon I'll die ere FU unhold you. Think you «o 
barbarously to leave me here in the house with « 
dead wretch, and have the punishment of bis hoi^ 
rid murder light on my innocent head ? 
. Theo. What do you resolve to do, sir ? 

Father. Do, sir ! What can I resolve to do, sir ? 
I have no means to hope to escape, sir : for, in the 
first place, I have no money : and a man that kills 
another without money in his pockets, is in a very 
hopeful condition. In the next place, for a disguise^ 
I have no clothes but these you see on my oac^ ; 
with this tripe-buff belt here, which there is not a 
constable in the whole city but knows, and has had 
in his custody, sword and all. Look you, gentle- 
men, I have civilly killed a man for your service ; 
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if you will resolye^ fairly and squarely^ to hanf^ like 
friends together^ so : if not, I mutiny ; and the word 
is, discover the plot> the old boy must impeaeh. 

Enter RosARP. 

Ras* Oh, sir, where are you } 

Gra. Well, Rosard, what's the news now } 

Has* The gentleman, heaven be thanked, is re>* 
vived a^in, sir : though the doctors say, such ancH 
tfaer fit will certainly carry him off. The poor crea* 
tuve is yery weak, but very penitent. 

Father. In troth, and that's a very ill 83rmptom ; 
therefore my opinion is still — ^I am for hanging all 
together. 

Theo. Hark you, old rust ; you say yoa have no 
money ; wherefore, during the present interval, in 
the first place, because I will have no mutiny upon 
this occasion, in cnrder to your escape, there's mo- 
ney for you: in the next place, as you want. change 
of raiment, here is the key of a small wardrobe, at 
die lower end of the gallery above, you'll find the 
door to it : equip yourmslf, and provioe for your se^ 
curity, as your best discretion shall direct you. 

Father, Look you, friend, the sooner tm better i 
for, to tell you the trudi, else I shall make but a 
scurvy matter of it at Tyburn cross ; with a whining, 
snivelling account of breaking the sabbath, and keep- 
ing ill company. Wherefore not being good at 
making speeches, I will leave the opportunity to 
you, of shewing your politer rhetoric, and save a 
member of the commonwealth.-— There's no great 
harm in murder, when it brings a man money. 

[Aside and exit. 

For. And now, my tyrant brother, I hope we 
stand on even terms. 

Theo. No lady, not yet; there'» life returned: 
and th^efore hopes still ; though at present, in some 
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measure to comply with you, and ease your appL _ 
hensions, within the limits of the house and gardens 
you are at your liberty, but no &rther this night : 
and for your ampler satisfaction, if I have any mid- 
night alarms from your correspondent abroad, there's 
entertainment ready for him, which he may. not be 
very fond of; so good-night, it is almost ten. Who 
waits ? What hoa, be ready there* Come, Gratian^ 
I'll see you to your repose, and then to my post of 
guard. [Ea^it Theodoret and Giiatian«. 

Por, Ten! That was the hour, Phillis, Beau* 
gard mentioned ? was it not ? 

PhiL It was, madam. 

Por. Be ready then, all ye propitious powers, 
that smile on faithful love ; wait, like kind angels, 
on him ; establish conquest in his able hand, and 
kindness in his heart. Oh, Sylvia ! 

Syl. You are transported, cousin ! 

Por. With hopes of liberty I am indeed : it is an 
English woman's natural right. Do not our feithers, 
brothers, and kinsmen often, upon pretence of it, 
bid fair for rebellion against their sovereign ? and 
why ought not we, by their example, to rebel as 
plausibly against them ? 

Syl. Most edifying doctrine this is, truly. 

[^A whistle without. 

Por. The sign ! Hark, the sign ! Phyllis, heard 
ou nothing ? [Whistle again.! 'Tis there again : 
e*s true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let us retire 
ourselves ; you know your apartment, for precious 
mischief will be soon on foot ; and action worthy 
love's great cause. Thy husband too may chance to 
have his share in the business, and as I have ordered 
matters, meet something in the adventure, to mor- 
tify his roving humour, and reconcile him to his 
duty and allegiance. — Hark ! [JVhistle- again.l 

There, 'tis once more a summons to the citadel to 



I 
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surrender. This shall, in after story, be called 
Captain Beaugard's besieging of the widow. 
Which, as *t]s laid, sure with success must end^ 
Since justice does his cnterprize attend 
Without, and powerful love within his friend. 



SCENE n. 

Fields on the back Side of a Garden. 

Enter Beaugard with a Party. 

Beau. Hold, stand fast ; I have just now received 
intelligence over the garden-wall, that our design 
has taken air. * And there will be no easy entrance. 

1 Man. Ah, Captain ; the time has been, when> 
under your command, we should have had no need 
of a council of war for the attacking such a fbrtifi* 

ation as this is. 
Beau. Peace, Plunder, peace, you rogue; no 
marauding now ; we'll bum, rob, demolish, and mur- 
der another time together : This is a business must 
be done with decency— Hark. 

2 Man. Some company coming, sir, from the 
back-street-ward. 

Beau. Hold then. Plunder : Bo you, with your 
flying party, hover at a distance about the fields ; 
while I, with the rest of the body, post myself as 
advantageously as I can, to watch the enemy*s mo- 
tions. lEj^eunt. 

Enter Theodoret and his Party* 

Theo. This way the noise was : be sure keep safe 
the garden-gate, and follow me carefully. 

[EMt Thsodorst. 

VOL. 11. H 
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Ertfer Courtihe; 

Cour. So, here I am ; atid niow for my instruc- 
tions. Let me see; [Reads the billet J] Pray 
come disguised, that ijthe design should miscarry, 
your retreat may be the easier. Your unknown 
blushing servant. --^llvLxaphl Blushing servant! 
Passin^y modesty Vl\ warrant you ! Pray come dis- 
guised! So I am, or the devil's in't; for I look 
more like a eut-throat thau any thing else. Let me 
see; upon this vety spot, the last time I was here, 
did I meet my damn^ \vife ; avert the opfien, sweet 
Heaven, 1 beseech thee. And now, as I aai con- 
sidering, M^i^re ean my friend Beaugard be at present 
too? iVith a whore. There's that question answered. 
Wherefore, would but my unknown bkishiikg ser- 
vant appear^ or give me a kind sign ;. would but my 
little partridge call, methinks I ooukl so chuckle, 
and run, and bill, and clap my wings about her. 
Hah ! [Turns about. 

Unter TH]&ffD0KKTp 

7%^o.'^Stand : who goes there ? 

Cour. What's the matter now ? 

iSeno. Stand, sir: whsttareyou, sir? 

Cour. What am I, sir ? a man, sir. 

TTieo. A man, sir, we see you are : but what 
man are you, friend ? 

Cour. A gentleman, friend; and you had best 
use me so. — ^By heaven, Theodoret ! and if I am but 
discovered ! 

Theo. Hands off, unloose him. You are not him 
we look for, sir. 

Cour. I am glad of that with all my heart. [Aside. 

Theo. And therefore I ask your pardon* j8ut, if 
you are a gentleman^ you will assist one in me, that 
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have been injured. I have ]3ea90D to believe my 
house is now beset with villains, who have base de- 
signs upoQ the hofiQur of my ikmily. Wherefore. 
if you are what you pretend, you*Jl draw your sword 
to do justice in a good cause. 

Cour. Sit, I. v^ear it for fto other end ; and you 
shall command it. — ^Ah, 'tis so; Beaugard upon 
new exploits for the recovery of his widow. Nothing 
but knight errantry stirring this moon, . [Aside* 

Theo. Please you then, sir, to stay here with my 
servants, while I walk to the comer of yon wall, and 
try what I can discover. [Ea^it Theoooret. 

CQur. You mj^y trust me, sir. Now will 1 shew 
myself a true renegado ; take entertainment in Chris* 
tian service, to betray them to my brother Turk, 
upon the first opportunity. And so, my blushing 
unknown, you may e'en stay your stomach with 
your sheets for this night [Aside. 

Re-enter Theodoret. , 

Theo. They are here, stand fast ; be resolute, and 
be rewarded* 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luc. Now, for a convenient opportunity to do 
mischief. Beaugard, I find, is come, apd my kind 
mistress punctual to appointment in the garden. Now 
could I but order the affair, so as to slur Beaugar4 
upon her, instead of myself; and her upon him, 
instead of Porcia, my conscience would be satisfied: 
and he, Mr. Courtine^ my rival widow, and the wife, 
served all in th^ir kidd. 

Theo. Hold, sir : what are you ? 

[To Beaugard at the entrance. 

Cour. Ay; »ow, now. ^ 

Beau. No matter, sir ; this is not a time of night 
tt> ftpswer questions. 

H 2 
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Theo. Nay, then 

Beau. Nay, now sir; and when else you think 
fitting, sir ; I am the raan you look for ; and you 
are him I wished to meet here. 

Cour. Now how the devil I shall do to tilt booty ; 
hang me like a dog if I can imagine. 
Beau. Come on there. 
Theo. You pass upon your death. 
Beau. I have learnt to scorn death more since first 
you threatened it ; 

I see your numbers too, and come prepared ; 
Porcia*s my claim, and here I'll win or lose her. 
Theo. Then take thy due ; and die like a mid- 
night thief. Fall on. 

. Beaugard and Theodoret engage^ and 
their parties. Beaugard tf;?^/ Theodoret 
qiiit each other. Beavgakd Jails upon 
fcouRTiNE, and Theodoret upon Bbau- 
GVARD^s par ttf ; who retire from him, as 
CouRTiKE does from Beaugard off from 
the stage. 
Theo. He runs, he runs; the half-bred Hector 
runs. False cards and dice and quart-pot brothel 
brawls were fitter for his management, than ho- 
nourable difference ; hark, clashing of swords still ! 
by Heaven I miss our friend, the honourable stranger, 
that so generously took our party : if it be him, let's 
out, and give him succour. 

Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine, who retires 
beyond the reach of his Sword. 

Beau. Base rascal ! Coward, fly !— - 

Cour. No, sir, I stand stock still, and wo*nt 8tir 
an inch ; but since you are so uncivil, resolve not to 
fight a £rt;roke more : so there's my sword, and here's 
your humble servant 

Beati. Courtine! 
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Caur. The same. 

Beau. And thou my enemy too ! 

Cour. No, sir, your friena, had you been wise 
enough to have found it. I came hither disguised^ 
for 9, reason you shall know hereafter ; but falling 
into the hands of the eneniy, was forced to take 
party against you, for fear ot being beaten for yovi : 
yet with a design of revolting,, would you have given 
me leave. But you, when you should have kept at 
the head of your friends, took a particular fancy to 
be ticklii^ my small ' guts, and now you see what 
you have got by it 

Beau* Then farewell for ever, poor widow. ■ 
But stay, it were base and unmanly to give it over 
so — Let me see— ^Lend me thy disguise, quickly^ 
quickly, quickly, my imagination's warm. 

Caur. Ay, with all my heart, and glad to be rid 
of it so-— [Disguises Beaugaed. 

Beau. Take this, and rally my scattered forces. 
[Gives him his whistle."] They know the sign ; and 
cannot be far off under the conduct of Plunder that 
was my serjeant abroad, thou know'st him ; make 
what haste is possible. Til be hereabouts, and be 
near me, if any new disaster should happen. 

Cour. Well, with all my heart for once : here is 
-a new design in embryo now ; though I fancy when 
we have got her, we shall never make of this widow 
what she has cost us. 

Beau. No more; I hear company; vanis h ■ 

[j^xit COURTINE. 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theo. This way I think I heard it : look, is not 
that he ! Oh my dear generous friend, let me em- 
brace you : I hope you are come off well. 

Beau. Very well, sir, I thank you, if I were but 
well off from this place ; I fear the man I had to 
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deal withal is fallen, for I left him Btaggering. Se- 
curity were best for us all, sir. 

Theo. My house sball be your sanctuary, and 1*11 
die with you but 111 protect you. 
rBeau.T^A^^tA that's kindly said, as things 
stand between us, and if he knew all. [^Aside. 

" Theo. Op«tt the garden-gate there : you shall rest 
yourself in An slfbour, while I dispose of the gross 
of ifny family, and prepare an apartment, for your 
ptiyaey. •' • •.'•'• . ; • 

Beau. If I had died in your quarrel> sir, a gene- 
rosity like this had over rewarded it. > 
- - [CouKTiNE at the entrance. 

Cour. Stand still ye beaten -scattered scoundrels* 
I .thinkt that's be,' follow me but at a distance. 

Theo. Open the gate I say there ; come, si r 

[Thetf enter the garden. 
' Cour. The stratagem succeeds, and Troy at last 
is taken. 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luc. O dear, sir, are you not Captain Beaugard ? 

Cour^ The same, my dear child, the same ; hast 
thou any good tidings for me ? 

Luc. The private door of the garden on the other 
side is opened, and you may enter, sir. My poor 
lady is dying almost with despair, that she shall 
never see you more : could you now tell me news of 
Captain Court] ne ? 

Cour. Hah! Does then my blushing unknown 
belong to these territories ? it must be so. Captain 
Courtine is just gone in before, sweet heart, there- 
fore if thou art a true friend to love, quickly conduct 
me. 

Luc. ril shew you, sir, into the door, where you 
may conceal yourself in one of the arbours till I go 
through the house, and bring you farther intelligence. 
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Cour.^ And. if lojjr aflvieDture happen really to be 
at the end of this businessj my fH^nd and 1 8)udl mot^ 
I fancy^ pass our time very uncomfi>rtably. Rogues 
follow me^ follow me rogues. [Exami. 



SCENE III. 

The Garden. 

Bbaugard looking out of an Arbour. 

Beau* So^ so^ thus far I am undiscovered ; it is 
as '^rk^ as if the devil himself were abroad a so- 
lacing, amongst a company of nortbera witches to* 
night. If Courtine but entered with my myrmidons^ 
the widow's in&llibly all my 9ym, jHist \ who 
comes here ? ' .•*.;. 

Enter Lucretia. 

Luc* Sir, sir, where are you ? 

Beofi. Hfvef here, my fnend, I w^t you. 

Luc. Friend 1 is not your na me ■ ■■ 

Beau. My name, what ! what can this mean }f^ 

[Aside. 

I^uq. Beaugard? Come, come, I know you : 
you |ie^ not disturb yourself, my desigti is to^ do 
you service ; your Portia knows you are here, and 
ejqjecC^ you with her arms open ; . follow me. 

Beau* Be thou my good or bad angel> at the charm 
of that name. I mu^t follow thee^ thou^ thou lead 
me to perdition, 

Luc. SofUy, no noise; this way ;' give me your 
hand. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Courtine. 
Cour. Hold, let me see : ay, there I think is an 
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fti4K>ur. where I .will creep in, and lie as close as a 
coward in the hold at a sea-fight 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theo. Hereabouts it was I left him ; it is wonder- 
fully dark ! Friend ! friend ! Where are you ? 

Cour. Ha! that*s another sort of voice than the 
youngsters I depend upon. By Heaven, Theo- 
doret ! \^Aside. 

Theo. Friend, friend, I say ; where are you ? 

Cour. Ay, but the devil a word you get out of 
me. lAside. 

Theo. Why, sir friend, do not you hear mer 

Cour. No. [Aside. 

' Theo. I am sure this must be the arbour; rll run 
and call a flambeau. 

Cour. That may not be so well neither: my 
affiiirs will not agree with the lights as I take it. 

[Aside. 

Theo. May be he's fallen asleep; let me see. 
[Gropes into the arbour and feels Aim.] Tis even 
so: what Itoa^ sir! [Courtine snores.'] Friend, 
friend, awake; your chamber's ready, and I stay 
for you. 

Cour. Who's there ? What are you ? 

[Aloud, as if frighted suddenly. 

Theo. Hush, make no noise ; but come away. 

Cour. Is it you, sir? He mistakes me for 

Beaugard, I hope. [Aside. 

Theo. The same : I wait upon you ; follow me. 

Cour. If he discover me, all again is ruined ; 
but darkness, I hope, and impudence, will befriend 
a good cause. [Aside.] [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

DARtoEviL^s Chamber, with only one small Lamp 
burnings and Daredevil on the Bed. 

Dare. Oh ! oh ! oh ! my wounds and my sins I 
Conscience, conscience, conscience, how shall I 
quiet thee ! 

Beaugard*s Father at the Dow. 

Father. This cowardly chicken-hearted rtscal 
will die and be damned at last How do you do, 
sir ? how do you find yourself? 

Dare. Oh, very ill, Heaven knows I within few 
hours of a grave, and, without great mercy, of a 
•deeper place: whoever you arc, if you have any 
charity, procuVe me some conscientious godly divine 
to unburden myself of my iniquity to. 

Father. This puling, whining, repining rogue, 
within these two days was blaspheming : ought I to 
be hanged now for such a varlet ! Shall I send you 
a divine, said you, sir r 

Dare. It would be a great favour and a comfort to 
me, sir. 

Father. I'll try what I can do for you, since I 
see your condition so dangerous; a pox o'your 
queasy conscience. There is no safety for me in 
> staying here, that*s one thing, the house being cer- 
tainly beset for the apprehending somebody: for, 
looking out at the wardrobe window as I was dress- 
ing myself, I observed six or seven armed rogues, 
•with hangmanly faces, sneaking and sculking about 
the garden, that's another thing; wherefore I will 
hasten and finish my disguise, and, if there come 
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an alarm, take the fairest opportunity to get off ia 
it ; and that for me will be the best thing. 

lExit Father. 

Enter Courtine. 

Cour. To what an insignificant purpose have I 
taken all this pains to-night t Here have I been put 
into a room with a bed in it, with, Pray, sir, will 
you please to take your rest, in the PeviFs name ; 
when my design has not been to take my rest, but 
my recreation : I fancy I heard a kind small com- 
plaining voice this way too^ and must at present 
confess myself in a very good-natured humour, 
very much inclined to succour any distressed dam- 
sel that wants a companion to pass away a tedious 
night withal. 

Dare. Oh ! oh ! Would but this dear maQ come 
now! 

Cour^ Hah t hark ! That must certainly be me 
she m^s ; nay, X am sure on*t : TU on a little 
farther. 

Dare. Oh h h ! 

Cour. Where art thou, thou poor creature ? I am 
come to comfort thee. 

Dare. I wish you had come a little sooner ; I am 
very ill. 

Cour. Alas, kind soul, she's sick with passionate 
expectation: this must be my blushing,, unknown 
servant, at the least. 

Dare. Whereabouts are you? Give me your 
hand hither, will you r 

Cour. Here, here it is, and my heart too ; thou 
hast them both.— -Ill swear she has a well-grown 
palm ; by the rule of proportion, I'll warrant her a 
Bwinger : — but no matter, 'tis in the dark. [Aside. 

Dare. Heart, said you, sir? Alas! my poor 
heart's breaking. 
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Caur. Bi-eakingv dear soul ! no, no, never fear it ; 
rU give thee a- recipe .to keep it whole, I warrant 
thee. Tbil^ is the xomt .romantic adventure. 

. [Falls to undremng him$elf. 

PoRciA und^wiii% at the door. 

Por. Has then Beadgard gotten entrance^ art 
thou 43ure ? 
, Cour. Hah I 

PhU. Madam, ao sure, that his vakt, Fombine^ 
18 here in the. house, and told me so himself. 

Cour. Whaf;5 that ? 

Por.. Then now my. part begins. Was there 
ever such .inhuman cruelty cooimiited, a wretch 
barbarously murdered and exjiosed, without com- 
fort or succour? 

Cour. Murder, said they? What, mansla3ringl 
when all my thoughts are upon nothing but man* 
making.. - Tgad then, 'tis time that I take care for 
ohe, and till ^ better eonyeniency offer itself^ here's 
toy burroueh. Murder^ in the Devil's name. What 
do they say now ? [Creeps under the bed. 

. Por. Ni>, Ao> my conscience will not bear it ; I 
must proclaim .it to the world: what^ hoa there^ 
murder, murder, murderl 

Cour.. Oh lord, herfe's a com£>rtable condition 
that I am got into. 

Por. But does the surgeon say there is cer« 
tainly no danger ? . 

PhU. Only a thin skin wotind on the outside of 
belly; but that the force of feat in the cowiu-dly- 
hearted &}low will let him think of nothing but 
a grave and damnation. 

. . Pdr. The present advantage of it then must be 
improved; wherefore, I say, the stinging of my 
conscienoer will not let me rest ; I dare not conceal 
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thiff murder. Murder, murder, murder ! Ciy mur- 
der, you witch, and alarm the house ! 

Phil. Here is somebody coming already, madam. 

Por. Stand still and observe them. 

Enter Beaugard. 

Beau. I think it* was this way, but no matter; 
for I am sure I reign lord paramount of this castle 
now. The angry jealous brother is gone to bed, 
and all his warlike femily ; where he lies as fast and 
snores and gapes so wide, one might steal the 
widow out of his mouth if she were there. Now 
could I but iBind the way to her ladyship*s chamber, 
while Plunder is, according to orders, with bis 
crew, binding the drowsy rogues of the family in 
their beds, what an opportunity would that be! 
for there is but one way of making a slippery widow 
sure to you. 

Por. No matter, happen how it will, I say again, 
it is a crying sin, it is an abomination, *tis a— Ah ! 
[Seeing Beaugard disguised, is. frighted 
and runs out. 

Beau. Hah ! What, do ghosts walk here at this 
time o'night ; and in petticoats too : nay then, have 
at you, ye airy forms. 

[Going out, is met by his Father, disguised 
like a fanatic preacher. 

Father. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an abomi- 
nation, a burning shame, and a lewd abomination. 

Beau. Hell and the Devil ! My spirit in petti- 
coats, that squeaked abomination in Ela, converted 
to the fleshly similitude of a holy brother, that cants 
it in gamut Ho ! Speak ; what art thou ? 

Father. A minister of peace to wounded con- 
sciences. I come here by appointment, with an 
olive branch in my mouth, to visit a mortal ark, 
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tossed and floating in floods of its own tears, for its 
own frailties. 

Beau. And are you really, sir, a man ? really the 
godly implement you appear to be, for the seower- 
ing of foul consciences ? 

Dare* Ha, ha, ha I Godly implement I it has al- 
most made me laugh ; that's a merry gentleman, Til 
warrant him : Oh h h ! 

Father* I am, friend, I tell thee, an instructor of 
the chosen : thou savourest of the Old Man ; stand 
off, and do not pollute me with too near communi- 
cation : I come to convert a sinner to the truth ; it 
was I that converted — as some say, nobody ; and 
expounded the groans of the Protestant board. 
How fareth our brother } 

Dare. Alas, sir, very weak; upon the point of 
dissolution, and tormented with the stings . of a 
terrified conscience. 

Father. Lay then one hand upon thy heart 

Dare. I do so. 

Father. Lend me the other ; that, in the pour- 
ing forth thy sins, thy right hand may not know 
what thy left hand doth. 

Beau. A very material point that is, truly. 

Father. Thou hast lived in wickedness long. 

Dare. From sixteen to eighty-and-four, without 
the least repentance, or a thought of it. 

Father. A very dangerous state; but for thy 
darling sins, imprimiSf what ? 

Dare. Drunkenness. 

Father. A very pernicious sin, and of the DeviFs 
own institution ; for it sets our souls on fire : nay, it 
sets our noses on fire, and sets houses on fire* 
Drunkenness— —Did you ever bum any houses ? 

Dare. Never but three; and they houses of pol-* 
lution, too: bawdy-houses, sir. 

Father. So much the worse: for if bawdy-bouse^ 
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iSV/* Why do you make me do this ? 

£uc. Is that a question now ? Turn, turn into 
the dark chamber: I'll but secure this door, and 
then the night's our own. 

SyL Don't stay too long. 

Cour. How afraid she is, lest he should come 
again too soon. \^Aside^ 

Luc. Be satisfied, Til fly — that is from you as 
fast as I can : for I hope I have fitted you. 

{Ea^it Sylvia. 

Cour. Nay, faith, if this be the custom of the 
house, I'll lurk here no longer : The Devil, again I 

Re-enter Father. 

Father. Trouble me no more, I say ; I will not 
be persuaded ; I will know the adulteress's name, 
that I may admonish her : for it has been of ancient 
practice in these our pious oflices, to make our 
converts confess not only all they know, but all that 
we have a mind to know. 

Dare. Not, sir, I hope, if it be improper. 

Father. No matter for that, proper or improper, 
right or wrong, true or false, if it be for our use, it 
must be confessed. Therefore, I say, and say 
again, I do not absolve thee ; thou art in the state 
of perdition still : tell me her name, or for thy 
drunkenness and burning of houses; thy whore- 
doms and adulteries ; blasphemy and profaneness ; 
thy swearing and forswearing; thy rubbing out 
milk-scores, and lamp-blacking of signs in Covent- 
Garden ; thy breaking of windows, killing con- 
stables and watchmen, beadles, tailors, hackney* 

coachmen and link-boys ; for all these 

\Noises of squeaking from each side of the 
Stage; one from Sylvia. 
Hark, there ! the screaming fiends are at thy door 
already: hark! [Scream again^ 
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Cour. Nay^ madam^ if you squeak, and think 
tx> alarm the house, if I do not brimve myself like 
a true friend to love, I am mistaken ; and so here I 
am posted, and thus will maintain the pass. 

[Goes to the door where Beaugard and 
Sylvia are, and draws his sword to 
defend it. 
Luc. [At the doorJ] Well said, my civil, dear, 
and frienaly cuckold. 
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Enter Theodoret and Porcia crying. 

Theo. Come forth, thou strumpet. 

Por. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill 
me : here, on my knees- ■ 

Cour. How*s this ? Porcia taken there, and my 
friend here in private with Porcia too ! 

Theo. By Heavaa, thou diest this moment. 

Cour. ny Hell, though, but shfe shall not, 
sir.- 

Enter Sylvia, and Bbaugard pursuing her. 

Beau. Nay, madam, then! How*s this? my 
widow split in twain ! my Portia there, and Portia 
here too ? Confound me, Courtine's wife I I have 
done finely. 

Theo. You'll justify this usage ? 

Cour. You see, sir, I am responsible. 

[Shews him Beaugard. 

Beau. By Heaven unhand her, or — Nay, look, 
sir, well ; you'll know me. 

[Throws off his disguise. 

Por. My faithful soldier ! 

Beau. My victorious widow I 

[She runs into his arms. 

Theo. Call up my servants there I raise all the 
household. 

VOL. II. I 
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> Beau, ni do*t, sir — 

[Givet the sign, Phunder^ ahd> his Party 
appear. 
See, here are those that are .ready, to wait on/youj.if 
you have any service to conunahd them,. 

Theo. And I will find them senrioe that shall 
warm them. \^Emt. 

Cour. Now> I fancy^ by this lady^S: com^^aling 
herself, she may be a discovery : worth the making. 
Madam, you see here my friend is inconstant ; but 
truly nothing could ever wean him from hi» widow 
here— ^—Sylvia ! My wife ! my rigid- virtuous^ wife ! 
my damned, confounded^ Jealous, wife 1 

Beau. Now here are very hop^L matters, to- 
wards. 

Cour. It was veiy courteously deine;of me, Beau«> 
gard, was it not, to keep the door foiryoUf with my 
own wife, %\t} 

Beau. Nay,^ let us not quarrel, Ned; Fll give 
thee a friendly account of this miatter to-morrow be- 
tween ourselves ; in the mean time be satisfied ; I 
have not Wronged thee. 

Ptxr. Will: you. nevei^ leave, this foraging into 
other folks! Kjuarters, captain? 

Beau. I am afraid, widow of mine, you . ha4 a 
finger in the plot, thoug^'^rr* 

Syl. Indeed, my dearest r 

Cour. Your humble- servant, my dearest! I am 
only glad/ of- this fair opportunity to get i^id of you, 
my dearest : henceforth, my dearest, I shall drink 
my drink, my dearest ; I shall whore, my dearest ; 
and so long as I can j^imp so handsomely for you, 
my dearest, I hope, if ever we return into the 
pountry, yoif 11 . wink at a small fault, now and 
thed, iiritb the daiiy»wendi> or chamber-ms^i4> tnj 
dearfst. 
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Sk^ I alwayis was a burdekl to j^iir sight, and 
you-shaU be this time eased on- 1. 

Cour. With all my heart ! Heaven grant it wenli 
last for ever. 

Enter Thsodoret* 

Uko. My: doors looked '> up ! my serwAts g^tggti 
and bound! !> anv betrayed, undone^ and FU not 
live to bear it. . 

Beau>. Nay, hbld, sir; none of that, neither; 
this design was not laid for a tragedy. 

TReo. How do you intend to deal with me } 
Beau* Like.a gentleman, sir; though yon htrdly 
deserve it of me : in short, this lady is in my chaige 
now, and you in my power ; and by her authori^, 
this being. her ownt.hkms^ I have made thus bold 
with it ; and will take care to dispose her here- ' 
after out of the rcadh of your merciless tyranny ; 
nay, if this reverend parson will do us the friendly 
office, though I have, often renounce it, am ready 
to do it one way this moment. Daredevil, wilt 
thou lend me thy chaplain ? 
. Dare. Hey ! 

Por. Rise, sir! Won*t you.' rise?. If 3roiir old 
friend: and I make a malxfh on^, I faopo you'll be' so 
kind'todauoeat the wedding. 

Dare. Dance, madam ! I am dying. 

Phil. That!s false, to ray knowledge, jnadam : 
for the surgeon -told me last dressing, it was. sd 
slight a wound^ he* had much ado to keep it froni 
hcaiingv 

Dare. Ye%y by the^ saiticf token; when' he. had 
done with me, he^begatk with: you; forsooth} flfnA 
saidj: he. would shewiybu a little of his op^tion'v for 
handling and tampering with his box of ifnstrumenits ; 
and there '9 tbe^truth ont how. 

AiL Hal barhal ha! 

I 2 
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Dare. Why, gentlemen, ladies, friends, acquaint- 
ance, am not I dying ? am not I wounded ? is not 
there a hole in my belly, that you may turn a coach 
and six in ? 

Beau. No, no : pr*ythee leave raving, and get up, 
for shame, man. Thou an Atheist, thou believe 
neither a God nor a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt 
no bigger than a pin*hole ! Courtine, lend us thy 
hand to raise up our old friend here : well, how is t 
now ? [Sets him upon his legs* 

Dare. Ah ! faith and troth, I fancy, uot so bad 
as I thought it was. Methinks I begin to find my- 
self pretty hearty ; I can stand, I can walk too^ I 
have no pain at all. How dost thou do, old Or- 
thodox ? 

[Strikes him on the shoulder, which shakes 
the disguise from his face. 

Cour. Ah ! but you repented. Daredevil : thou 
didst repent, friend : I am sorry to hear of it^ with 
all my heart ; it will be a foul blot in thy escutcheon : 
hut thou didst repent. 

Father. A pox on the blockhead, now I shall be 
known. [Fumbling to fix his disguise again. 

Dare. Repent I pr*ythee be quiet, man ; repen^ 
quoth^a I Why, dost thou think I did not know my 
old customer for two deuces here, old Anti-Abraham, 
the father of unbelievers ? 

. Father. My Jacky, my little rogue ! my dainty 
boy! Thou son of thind own father, I can hold no 
longer ; and I must kiss thee, and I will kiss thee, 
e e e e, you dog, you dog, you dog, you littk dear 
damned dog. [Sings Old Simon.] Huzza I the wi- 
dow's our own : there lie divinity. 

Beau. A very Cutter, as I live ; bad he but a 
Tabitha, a perfect Cutter. 

Father. Now, Jacky-boy; Jacky, you rogue^ 
shall not I have a little spill out of this portion now, 
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hah ? The jolly worms that have fattened so long 
in this Malmsey nose of mine, with the fnmes rf 
sack, will die, and drop out of their sockets else. 
Couldst thou have the heart to see this illuminated 
nose of mine look like an empty honey-comb r 
couldst thou be so bard-hearted ? 
* Por* Faith, captain, be mollified ; the old gen-> 
tleman, methinks, proposes very moderately. 

: Father. It shall be so ; she shall be my daughter- 
in-law, though I invert the order of duty, and 
ask her blessing. 

Beau. Look you, sir : though you have been a 
very ungracious father, upon condition that you'll 
promise to leave off saming, and stick to your 
whoring and drinking, I will treat with you. 

Father. The truth on*t is, I have been to blame. 
Jack ; but thou shalt find me hereafter very obe- 
dient ; that is, provided I have any terms : which 
are these — 

JBeau. Come on, then. 

Father. Three bottles of sack, Jack, per dientf 
without deduction^ or false measure : two pounds of 
tobacco, per month ; and that of the best too. 

CouT. Truly, this is but reasonable. 

Father. Buttock-beef and March beer at dinner, 
you rogue : a young wench, of my own choosing, to 
wait on nobody but me always: money in my 
pocket : an old pacing horse, and an elbow-chair. 

Beau. Agreed. You see, sir, already, I am be- 
ginning to settle my family ; and all this comes of 
the dominion chance has over us. By chance you 
took the charge of an old father off my hands, and 
made a chaplain of him. By the same sort of 
chance I have taken this lady off from your hands, 
and intend to make her another sort of domestic. 
What say you sir ? are you contented ? 

Theo. I cannot tell whether I am or no. 
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B^m* Tbeii y^QU are not so wise a man sis I took 
tyon.for- InAli^ ipean time, Ibr your liberty, you 
.must xli^pense jji^ithtthe want of ix, till I have this 
might iiecuncijd the safety of Hpiy widow. Your 
fiiend .Giiatian, h^cauae ^ his wounds, is only 
locked in his chamber, and naay take his rest as 
u^herWiise. f^or the other part of the &mily, I care 
not to n^ake ejiouses. 

.Thus still, with power in hand, w^.tre^t of peace; 
tStvit when 'tis ratified, suspicions cease : 
The conquered to recruiting labours onove ; 
J4J^e me, :tbe victor crowns his case with love* 
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IT is not longy since in the noisy Pit^ 
Tumultuous faction sat the judge of wit ; 
There knaves applauded what their blockheads writ^ 

At a whig'brother's play^ the bawling crowd 
Burst out in shoutSy as zealous and as loud. 
As when some member's stout election beer 
Gains the mad voice of a whole drunken shire. 

And yet J even then^ our poefs truth was triedy 
Though *twas a dev'lish pull to stem the tide : 
And though he nier did line of treason write, 
Nor made one rocket on Queen Besses night. 
Such was his fortune, or so good his cause. 
Even then hefaiVd not wholly of applause. 
He that could then escape^ now bolder grows: 
Since the whig-tide runs out, the loyalflcms. 
All you who lately here presumed to bawl. 
Take warning from your brethren at Guildhall; 
The spirit of rebellion there is guelCd, 
And here your poet's acts are all repeat d : 
Impartial justice has resumed again 
Her azvful seat, nor bears the sword in vain. 
The stage shall lash the follies of the times, , 

And the law's vengeance overtake the crimes. 
The perjured wretch shall no protection gain 
From his dishonoured robe and golden chain ; 
But stand exposed to all tK insulting town, 
While rotten eggs bedaub the scarlet gown. 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never sparing 
To save the land, and damn yourselves, by swearings 
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Should the wise City now^ to ease yourfears^ 
Erect an office to ensure your ears. 
Thither such nunirous shoals of witnesses 
And juries J conscious of their guilt, would press. 
That to the Chamber hence might more he gairidy 
Than ever Mother Cresswellfrom it drained; 
And perjury to the orpharis bank restore 
Whatever whoredom robbed it of before. 
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Qtdpelago credit magna, sefaenare toUii; 
Qui ptignoi ei castra petit, pnecingUwr euro ; 
ViUs a^tuUUcr pictojacet ebrius astro ; 
Et qui sMicitat nuptas, ad pramia peccai : 
Sola pruinasis hcrretfacundia pamus, 
Atfpw inapt lingua desertas invocat artes. 

Pbtron. Abb. Sat. 



TO H£R ROYAL HIGHNESS 



THE DUCHESS. 



■HikB 



MADAM, 

.XjLFTER having « great while wished to write 
something that might be worthy to lay at jam 
Highnesses feet, and finding it isaposaible: ninoi 
the world has been «q kind to me to judge of this 
poem >to niy advantage, as the most pardonable 
fault iwhadi I bad made in its kind ; I had ainiied 
agahnt myseli^ if I had not choam this opportunity 
to imj^lore (what my ambition is most fond oQ 
your fiivour and protection, 

F/or diough Fortune wonki not so fiur bless my 
endearours, as to encourage tbem with your Royal 
Highnesses presence, when this came into the 
world ; yet I cannot but declare it was my design 
and hopes, it ixiigfat have been your divertisement 
in that happy season, when you returned again to 
cheer laU those eyes that hud before wept for your 
departure, and enliven all hearts that had drooped 
for your .absence : when wit ought to have paid its 
chotfieat; tributes in, and joy have known no limits, 
then I h^pdd my little mite would not have been 
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rejected ; though my ill-fortune was too hard for 
mCf and I lost a greater honour^ by your Royal 
Highnesses absence^, than all the applauses of the 
world besides can make me reparation for. 

Nevertheless^ I thought myself not quite un- 
happy^ so long a»9 • I had hopes this^ way yet to re- 
compense my disappointment past: when I con- 
sidered^ also^ that poetry might claim right to -a 
little share in your favour : for Tasso and Ariosto, 
some of the best^ have made their names eternal^ 
by transmitting to after-ages the glory of your 
ancestors : and under the spreading of that shade, 
where two of the best have planted their laurels, 
faoiyr honoured should I be, who am the worst, if 
Imt a branch might grow for me. 
. I dare not think of offering any thing in this ad- 
dress that might look like a panegyric; for fear, 
lest, when I have done my best, the world should 
condemn me for saying too little, and you yourself 
check- me for meddling with a task unfit for my 
talent. 

For the description of virtues and perfections 80 
rare as yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate, 
as skilful a hand ; the features must be drawn veiy 
fine to be like ; hasty daubing Will but spoil the 
picture,, and make it so unnatural, as must want 
false lights to set it off: and your virtue can receive 
no more lustre from practices, than your beauty 
can be improved by art ; which, as it charms the 
bravest prince that ever amazed the world with bis 
virtue, so let but all other hearts inquire into ihem- 
selves, and then judge how it ought to be praised. 



DEDICATION. 125 

Your love too^ as none but that great hero who 
has it could deserve it^ and^ therefore^ by a parti- 
cular lot from Heaven, was destined to so extraor- 
dinary a blessing, so matdiless for itself, and so 
wondrous for its constancy, shall be remembered to 
your immortal honour^ when all other transactions 
of the age you live in shall be forgotten. 

But I forget that I am to ask pardon for the fault 
I have been all this while committing. Wherefore^ 
I beg your Highness to foi^ve me this presumption, 
and that you will be pleased to think well of one 
who cannot help resolving, with • all the actions of 
life, to endeavcMir to deserve it : nay more, I would 
beg, and hope it may be granted, that I may 
through yours never want an advocate in his favour^ 
whose heart and mind . you have so entire a shar^ 
in ; it is my only portion and my fortune. I cannot 
but be hi^ppy, ^o long as I have but hopes I may 
enjoy it, and I muit be miserable, should it ever 
be my ill iste to lose it. 

This,^ with eternal wishes for 3rour Royal High- 
nesses content, happiness, and prosperity, in all 
humili^, is presented by * 

Your most obedient 

And devoted servant, 

THO. OTWAY, 
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URAMATIS PERS0N2E. 



MEN. 



Acasto^ a Nobleman retired from the Court, and 

living privately in the country. 
Castalio, > i* 
Polydore, if^'^'O^' 

Chamont^ a young soldier of fortune. 



Ernesto, > ^ • ^i. ^ •/ 

Paulino, J servants in thefomily. 

Cordelio, Poly dore^s page. 
Chaplain. 



WOMEN. 

Monimia, the Orphan, left under the guardianship 

ofoldAcasto. 
Serina, Acasto's daughter. 
Florella, Monimia^s woman. 

Scene, Bohemia. 
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ACT I. 

« 

• SCENE I. 

Enter Paulino and Ernesto. 

Paui. 'Tis strange^ Ernesto, this severity 
Should still reign powerful in Acasto*8 mind^ 
To hate the. court, where he was bred and liv'd^ 
All honours heap'd on him that power could give* 

Em. *Tis true, he thither came a private gentle- 
man. 
But young, and brave, and of a family 
Ancient and noble as the empire holds. 
The honours he has gained are justly his ; 
He purchased them in war ; thrice has he led 
An army Against the rebels, and as oflen 
Returned with, victory ; the world has not 
A truer soldier, or a better subject. 

Paul. It was his virtue at first made me serve 
him ; 
He is the best of masters as of friends : 
I know he has lately been invited thither ( 

VOL. II. K 
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Yet still he keeps his stubborn purpose, cries 
He*s old, and willingly would be at rest : 
I doubt there's deep resentment in his mind 
For the late slight his honour suffered there. 

Em. Has he not reason ? When, for what he had 
borne. 
Long, hard, and faithful toil, he might have claimed 
Places in honour and employment high, 
A huffing, shining, flattering, cringing coward, 
A canker-worm of peace, ws^ raised above bim. 

Paul. Yet still he holds just value for the king, 
Nor ever names him but with highest reverence. 
Tis noble that : 

Ern. Oh ! I have heard him wanton in his praise, 
Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy. 

Paul. Oh may he live 'till nature's self grow old, 
And from her womb^no more ^an bless the earth ! 
For, when he dies, farewell all honour, bounty. 
All generous encouragement of arts,, 
For charity herself becomes a widow. 

Ern. Mo^ .he has ..two sons that were ordainM to 

As wtil hiS'Tirfaie'd, as his fortiine*s heirs. ! 

,Pat«/.^ They're both of nature mild, and fall of 
sweetness^ 
They came twins from the womb, and still they live 
As if they would so twins too .to the grave: 
Neither has any thing he calls his own. 
But of each bthei*'8 jbya as grirfs partaking ; 
So very honestly, so well they love. 
As they were only for ca(di other bom. 

Ern. Nmrer was parent in an. ofispring happier ; 
He has a daughter too, whose blooming age 
Promises goodness equal to her beauty. 

Paul. And as there is a friendship 'twixt the bre* 
thren, . 
So has her in&nt nature chosen too 
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A faithful partner of her thoughts and wishes. 
And kind compaiiion of her harmless pleaisures. 
Em. You mean the beauteous orphan^ fair Mo^ 

nimia! '. / 
Paul. The same^ the daughter, of the brave Cha- 
liioiitrf 
He was our lord's companion in the wara^ 
Where such a wondrous friendship grew between 

them 

As ^ly death could end : Chamont's. estate 
Was ruined in bur late and civil discords ; 
Ther^(»e^ unable to advance her fortuise, 
He lejRt his daughter to our master's care; 
To such a care a$ she scarce lost a &ther. 

Erri. Her brother to the emperor^s wars went early^ 
To seek a fortune^ or a noble fiaite ; 
Whence he with honour is expected back^ 
And mighty marks of that great prince's fevour* 

Paul. Our master never would permit his sons 
To launch* for fortune in th' uncertain worlds 
But warns diem to avoid both courts^ and camps. 
Where dilatory fortune plays the jilt 
With the brave> noble, honest, gallant man. 
To throw herself away cm fools' and knaves. 
Em. They both have forward, generous, active 
spirits : > 

Tis daily. their petition to their father. 
To send them forth where glory's to be gotten ; 
They cry they're weary of their lazy home. 
Restless to do something thaj^ fame may talk of. 
To-day they cfaa^'d the boar, and near this time 
Should be retum'd. 

Paul. ' Oh that's a royal sport ! 

We yet may see the old man in a morning. 
Lusty as health come ruddy to'th^ field. 
And there pursue the chase, as if he meant 
To o'ertake time, and bring back youthcagain. 

lE^eunt. 
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Enter Castalio, Polydore^ and Page. 

Cos. Polydore ! our sport 
Has been to-day much better for the danger ; 
When on the brink the foaming boar I met. 
And in his side thought to have lodged my spear. 
The desperate savage rush*d witUn my force. 
And bore me headlong with him down the rock. 

Pol. But the n ■ 

Cas. Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore, 
Like Perseus mounted on his winged steed. 
Came on, and down the dangerous precipice leap'd 
To save Castalio. Twas a god-Uke act. 

PoL But when I came, I found you conqueror. 
Qh my heart danc'd to see your. danger past ! 
The heat and fury of the chase was cold. 
And I had nothing in my mind but joy. 

Cets. So, Polydore, methinks we might in war 
Rush on together ; thou shouldst be my guard. 
And I be thine ; what is*t could hurt us then ? 
Now half the youth of £urope are in arms. 
How fulsome must it be to stay behind. 
And die of. rank disuses here at home ? 

Pol. No, let me purchase in my youth renown, 
To make;me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old ; 
I would be busy in the world, and learn. 
Not like a coarse and useless dunghill weed, 
Fix'd to one spot, and rot just as I grow. 

Cas. Our father 
Has ta*en himself a surfeit of the world. 
And cries it is not safe that we should taste it ; 
I own I have duty very powerful in me ; 
And Ithough Td hazard all to raise my name. 
Yet he*s so tender and so good a fiither, 
I could not do a thing to cross his will. 

PoL Castalio, I have doubts within my heart. 
Which you, and only you, can satisfy : 
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Will you be free and candid to your friend ? 

Cos. Have I a thought my Polydore should not 
know ? 
What can this mean ? 

Pol. Nay, rU conjure you too^ 

By all the strictest bonds of faithful frienoBhip, 
To shew your heart as naked in this point 
As you would purge you of your sins to Heaven. 

Cos. I will. 

Pol. And should I chance to touch it nearly, bear 
it 
With all the sufferance of a tender friend ? 

Cos. As calmly as the wounded patient bears 
The artist's hand, that ministers his cure. 

Pol. That's kindly said. You know our fiither's 
ward. 
The feir Monimia ; is your heart at peace ? 
Is it so guarded that you could not love her ? 

Cos. Suppose I should } 

Pol. Suppose you should not, brother. 

Cos. You'd say I must not. 

Pol. That would sound too roughly 

'Twixt friends and brothers as we two are* 

Cos. Is love a fault ? 

Pol. In one of us it may be : 

What if I love her ? 

Cos. Then I must infonn you 

I lov'd her first, and cannot quit the claim. 
But will preserve the birth- right of my passion. 

Pol. You will. 

Cos. I will. 

Pol. No more, I've done. . . 

Cas. Why not ? 

Pol. I told you I had done ; 
But you, Castalio, would dispute it. , 

Cas. No ; 

Not with my Polydore ; though I must own . i ':' 
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My natdik obsitinate alid voidx)f suflfratioc!. 
Love *iieiffns a very tyrant in my: heart. 
Attended on his throne by all his. guards 
Of furious wishes, fears, and nice suspicions. 
I could not bear a tival in iny friendship, 
I am so much in love and fond 6f thee. 

PoL Yet you will break this friendship ! 

Cos. I^Jot for crowns. 

Pol. But for a toy you would, a woman's toy, 
Unjust Castalio. 

Cos. Pr*ythee, where's my fault ? 

PoL You. love Monimia. . 

Cos* Yes. 

Pol. And you would kill me. 

If Fm your maL 

Cas. No, sure we're such friends. 

So much one man, that our affections too 
Must be united, and the same as we are. 

PoL I doat upon Monimia. 

Cos* Love her still ; 

Win, and enjoy her. . . 

' Pol. . Both of us cannot. 

Cas. Not matter 
Whose chance it proves, but let's not quarrel fort. 

P6L You would not wed Monimia, would you r 

Cas. Wed her ! 
No ! w^e she all desire could wish, as fair . 
As would: the vainest of her sex be thought. 
With wealth beyond what woman's pride could 

waste, 
She should not cheat me of my freedom. Marry! 
When I ani old and weary of the world, 
I may grow desperate. 
And take a wife to mortify withal. 

PoL It is an elder brother's duty so 
To pn^gate his femily and name : 
You would iiot have yours die and buried with you ? 
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Cos. Merd yanil^9 'and 4iilly doteee >all ; 
N05 let me jive at large, and when I die- 



Pol. Who shall possess th* estate you leave ? 

Cos. My friend^ 

If he sufvives me ; if not, my king, 
Who may bestow*t again on some brave man^ 
Whose honesty and services deserVe one. 

Pol T^ kindly ofcrU 

Cos. By yon Heaven, I love 

My Pidlydore beyond all worldly joys. 
And would not 3hock his quiet, to be blest 
With greater happiness than man e*er tasted. 

Poi. And by that Heaven eternally I swear 
To kwp the kind Castalio in my heart 
Whose shall Monhnia be ? 

Cos. No matter whose. 

Pol. Were you not with her privately, last night? 

Cos. I. was, and should have met hisi* here again; 
But th*:bpportunity shall now. be thine; •. 
Myself will bring thee to the scene cf love; 
3ut havjB a care, by. friendship I conjure thee, 
Xhftt nb falfile play be oiferM to thy brother. 
Urge all JAiy powers to make thy paission prosper, 
ButfWi'oiig not mine. * 

Pol. ' Heaven blast me if I do. 

C<w.. irt: prove thy fortune, Polydore, to con- 
quer, 
(For thou hast all the arts of soft persuasion !) 
Trust me, and let me know thy love's success. 
That I may ever after stifle mine. . 

Pol Though she be dearer to my soul than rest 
To ,wQary pilgrims, or 'to misers gmd. 
To great men power, or. wealthy cities pride. 
Rather than wrong Castalio, I'd forget her. 
For if ye .Powers have happiness in store, 
When ye would shower down joys on Pblydore, 
In one great Jblessing all your bounty send. 
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That I may never lose so dear a friend. 
[Exeunt Castalio and Polybore. Manet V^igd. 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon. So soon returned from hunting ? This fair 
day 
Seems as if sent t' invite the world abroad. 
Pass'd not Castalio and Polydore this way ? 

Page. Madam^ just now. 

Mon. Sure some ill fate's upon me. 

Distrust and heaviness sit round my heart. 
And apprehension shocks my timorous soul. 
Why was I not laid in my peaceftil grave 
With my poor parents ! and at rest as they are ? 
Instead of that I'm wandering into cares. 
Castalio! O Castalio! Thou hast caught 
My foolish heart ; and, like a tender child. 
That trusts his play-thing to another hand, 
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I must chide you, sir. 

Page. Why, madam, have I done you any wrong? 

Mon. I never see you now ; you have been kinder; 
Sate by my bed, and sung me pretty songs : 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful : here's money for you: 
Will you oblige me ? Shall I see you oftener ? 

Page. Madam, I'd serve yoii with my soul ; 
But in the morning when you call me to you. 
As by your bed I stand and tell you stories, 
I am asham'd to see your swelling breasts. 
It makes me blush, they are so very white. 

Mon. Oh men for flatterv and deceit renown'd ! 
Thus when you're young ye learn it all like him, 
Till as your years increase, that strengthens too, 
T* undo poor maids, and make our ruin easy. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oil hast heard 
Their friendly converse, and their bosom secrets. 
Sometimes at least, have they not talk'd of me ? 



^ 
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PBge. Oh madam I very wickedly they have talk*dl 
But I*m afraid to name it, for thev eay 
Boys must be whipp'd that tell their masters* secrets. 

Man. Fear not, Cordelto ! it shall ne'er be known; 
For ril preserve tlie secret as 'tware mine. 
Polydore cannot be so kind as I. 
I'll furnish thee for all thy harmless sports 
With pretty toys, and thou shak be my page. 

Page. And truly, madam, I. had rather be so. 
Metbmks you love me better than my lord. 
For he was never half so kind as you are. 
What must I do ?. 

Mon. Inform me how thou hast heard 

Castalio and his brother use my name. 

Page* With all the tendem^s of love. 
You were the subject of their last discourse. 
At first I thought it would have fatal provM ; 
But as the one grew hot the other cooVd, 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At last, after much struggling, ^twas resoWd 

JMan. What, good Coraelio } 

Pajge* Not >to quarrd for 3rou. 

Jilon. I would not have them^ by my dearest 
hopes, 
I would not be the argument of strife. 
But surely my Castalio won't forsake me. 
And make a mockery of my easy love. 
Went they together r 

Page. Yes, to seek you, madam. 

Castalio promised Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you. 
And fairly try the fortune of his wishes. 

Man. Am I then grown so cheap, just to be made 
A common stake, a prize for love m jest ? 
Was not Castalio very loth to yield it, 
Or was it Polydore's unruly passion. 
That heightened the debate ? 



W8 ''■ !rHE:OIlPHAN;XlIU [^cti. 

; Bag€* » : ; Thelfeult wftS'Folydore's. 

Castalio play*d mth love^and smiling shewM 
The piea8ttre> not the pangs of his desire. 
He said nowomaa'sisjooilefi should buy his freedom; 
And marria^. is.a.HLortifying thing., 

Mon. Then I am ruiii'd^ if Castalio's fiilse. 
Where is; there fiiilfh and honour tb be Ibttad ? 
Ye Gods, ;tfaat guard the .innocent, and guide 
The '.weak; pn>t8Ct^.aod take me to your care. 
Oh but I love him : there's the rock will wrick me! 
Why was X made^ wiith.aU my. sex's softness^ 
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies ? . 
I'll see iCastaUo, tax( him with his falsehoods^ 
Be a true woman,. rail> protest my wrongs ; 
Resolve to. hate hin^; and yet love, him stilL 

Enter Castalio and Pojlydore. 

He comes^ the conqueror comes I lie still,' my heut» 
And learn to bear thy injuries with scorn. 

Gm:.^ Madam^ my .brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you something that concerns you iiearly ; 
I leave. you as becomes me^ and withdraw*. 
.' Mon. My .lord Caitalio ! 

Cos. Madam I 

Mon. . Have you purpos'd 

To abuse me .palpably ?. What, means this usage ? 
Why am I left with Eolydore alone? 

Cos* He best can tell you. Business .of im- 
I . portance 
Calls me away^ I must attend my father. 

Mon. Will you then leave me thus ? 

Cos. But for zjsuHO^^ 

L Mon. It has bpen. otherwise ; the time has be^) 
When business might have stay'd^ and I been besrtf' 

Cas. I could for ever heat tliee ; but this time 
Matters of such odd circumstances press me^ 
That I must go L^-^''- 
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Mon., Thto go, aqdy if t be pQ9sible> for e?er» 
Well, aiy 4ord Poty^re^ I gaess your businet % 
And read th* ilj-nntur'd purpose in ycjur eyes. 

Pol. If to desire you more than miser's wealth. 
Or d)ang.iti^n i^n hour 'of added life. 
If wftest wishes^ and a heart more true. 
Than ever suiibi^*d. ybt for love .disdatn'd, 
Spea]^ an ill natare, you accuse me justly. 

A$im. Talk not of love, my lord, I must not beatr 
it. f, 

FoU, Who ^n behold sueh beauty, and be silent? 
Desire first taught us words : man, when created. 
At first aJboe long* wander'd. up mid down. 
Forlorn, and silent as his vassal beasts; 
But when a Jbearen-born jaaid^ . like you, appeared. 
Strange pleasures filFd hia eyes and fir'd his lieart, 
Unloos'd bis tongue^ and his first talk was love, 
; ' Mim* Tb^ first . created pair<i indeed^ were blest; 
Tbey . wei^ the *nly objects of eaph other. 
Therefore he courted her ;. and Jber alone : 
But in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room> where yqu maly court, and ruin 
A thousand more, why need you talk to me ? 
. JPo/. Ob ! I could talk to thee for ever : thus 
Eternally admiring^ fix and ga2e 
On those dear eyes ; for eveiry glance they send 
Darts through my soul, and almost gives enjojrment 

Mon. How ten vou labour thus for my undoing ? 
I must confess, indeed, I owe y6u more 
Than ever I can' hope or, think to pay» 
There always was a friendship 'twixt our families ; 
And therefore when my tender parents died^ 
Whose ruin'd fortunes too expir*d with them. 
Your father's pity and his bounty took me, 
A poor and helpless orphan, to his care. 

FoL Twas heaven ordain'd it so, to make me 
happy. 
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Hence with this peevish virtue, 'tis a cheats 
And those who taught it first were hypocrites. 
Come, these soft tender Umbs were made for yield- 
ing. 

Mon. Here, on my knees, by Heaven's blest power 
I swear, \KneeU* 

If you persist, I ne'er henceforth will see you. 
But rather wander through the woiid a beggar. 
And live on sordid scraps at proud men's doors ; 
For though to fortune lost, I'll still inherit 
My mother's virtues and my father's honour. 

Pol. Intolerable vanity ! your sex 
Was never in the right ! you're always false. 
Or silly ; even your dresses are not more 
Fantastick than your appetites : you think 
Of nothing twice : opinion you have none. 
To-day y'oure nice, to-morrow not so free ; 
Now smile, then frown ; now sorrowful, then glad ; 
Now pleas'd, now not ; and all you know not why ! 
Virtue you affect, inconstancy's your practice^ 
And when your loose desires once get dominion^ 
No hungry churl feeds coarser at a feast ; 
Every ranK fool goes down 

Mon. Indeed^ my lord, 

I own my sex's follies ; have them all. 
And, to avoid its fault, must fly from you : 
Therefore believe me, could you raise me high 
As most fantastic woman's wish could reach, 
And lay all nature's riches at my feet, 
I'd rather run a savage in the woods 
Amongst brute beasts, grow wrinkled and deform'd. 
As wildnesB and most rude neglect could make me, 
So I might still enjoy my honour safe 
From the destroying wiles of faithless men. — [Ejpit. 

Pol Who'd be that sordid foolish thing call'd 
man. 
To cringe thus, fawn, and JRatter for a pleasure, 
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Which beasts enjoy so very much above him } 

The lusty bull ranges through all the fields 

And from the herd singling his female out, . 

£njoys her, and abandons her at will. 

It shall be so, 1*11 yet possess my love. 

Wait on, and watch her loose unguarded hours : 

Then when her roving thoughts have been abroad^ 

And brought in wanton wishes to her heart ; 

I*the very minute when her virtue nods, 

1*11 rush upon her in a storm of love. 

Beat down her guard of honour all before me. 

Surfeit on joys^ till even desire grow sick ; 

Then by long absence liberty regain, 
, And quite forget the pleasure and the pain. 

[£.? tV PoLYPORB and Pkge. 



ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 



Enter Acasto, Castalio, Polydore, Attendants. 

Jcas. To-day has been a day of glorious sport. 
When you, Castalio, and your brother left mc^ 
Forth from the thickets rush'd another boar. 
So large, he seem'd the tyrant of the woods. 
With all his dreadful bristles raised up high, 
Tliey seem'd a grove of spears upon his back : 
Foaming he came at me, where I was posted; 
Best to observe which way he'd lead the chase^ 
Whetting his huge long tusks, and gaping wide. 
As if he already had me for his j)rey ; 
'IHU brandishing my well-pois'd javelin high, 
\Vith this cold executing arm, I struck 
The ugly brindled monster to the heart. 
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Cos. The actions of yotxr life were alvrayf ' won* 

d*roti8« 
Acas. No flattery, boy ! an honest man can't live 
by% 
It is a little sneaking art, which knaves 
Use to cajole and soflen fbols withal ; 
If thou hast flattery in thy nature, out:with't. 
Or send it to a court, for there 'twiU thrive. 
Pol Why there ? 

Acas. 'Tis, next to money, current there ; 

To be seen daily in as many forms . 
As there are sorts of vanities, and men. 
The superstitious statesman has his jsneer 
To smo6th a poor man off with, that can't bribe him ; 
The grave dull fellow of small business sooths 
The humorist, and will needs admire his wit : 
Who without spleen could see a hot-brain*d atheist 
Thanking a suny doctor for his sermon. 
Or a grave counsellor meet a smooth young lord^ 
Squeeze him by the hand, and praise his good com- 
plexion ? 
Pol. Courts are the places where best manners 
flourish ; 
Where the deserving ought to rise, and fools 
Make show. Why should I vex and chafe my 

spleen 
To see a gaudy coxcomb shine, when I 
Have seen enough to sooth him in his follies. 
And ride him to advantage as I please ? 

Acof^ Who merit, ought indeed to rise in the world, 
But no wise man that's honest should expect it. 
What man of sense would rack his generous mind, 
To practise all the base formalities 
And forms of business, force a grave starch'd iace. 
When he's a very libertine in's heart ? 
Seem not to know this or that man in public. 
When privately perhaps they meet together^ 
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And lay the soenv of sorae brafb fellow*s ruin* . . 
Such TOioga are do ne j • 

Cos*. • Your loffdthk>*8 :wrciMt .have heen 

So great, that you with justice may complain ; 
But suflfer XL%y whoae younger ipSadsine'er fidt • - 
Fortune's dec^ts^ to court her as she's fair : 
Were she a ckmunpn mistress^ kind to all, 
Her worth woiild leeate^ and half* the world grow 

idle. 

Acas. Gro to, you're fools, and know me not ; Fve 
learnt 
Ix>ng since to bear'v^ehge, or sedm my t wrongs. 
According! to the value of tlie d6^r« • 
You 4K>th would ikin be grsait,'^ and* to that. end 
Desire to do things worthy your ambition. 
Go to thejcamp, prefertnenri noblest mart. 
Where honour ought to have the-frirest play, youll 

Corruption; envy; disoontent^ and fiustion, 
Almost in every band : how many men 
Have spent their' Mood in their dear country's service. 
Yet now pine under want, while selfish slaves. 
That even woold cut their throats, whom now they 

&wn on. 
Like deadly 'locusts eat the honey up 
Which those industrious bees so haitily toird for? 

Cos. These precepts suit not with my active mind; 
Methinks I would be busy. 

PoL So would I, 

Not loiter out tny life at home, and know 
No farther ^an one prospect gives me leave. 

Acas* Busy your minas then, study arts and mem 
JLearn how to value merit thoueh in rajgs. 
And scorn a proud iil-manner*a knave in office. 

iJn/er Sbrinaj Monimia, aw? Maid, 
Ser. My lord, my father ! 
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Acas. Blessings on my child. 

My little cherub, what hast thou to ask me ? 

Ser. I bring you, sir, most glad and welcome 
news : 
The youngChamont, whom youVesooften wishM for^ 
Is just arriv'd and entering. ^ 

Acas. Bym3r8oul 

And all my honours, he*s most dearly welcome ; 
Let me receive him like his father's mend. 

Enter Chamont. 

Welcome, thou relict of the best*Iov*d man. 
Welcome from all thie turmoils, and the hazards 
Of certain danger, and uncertain fortune; 
Welcome as happy tidings after fears. 

Cham. Words would but wrong the gratitude I 
owe you. 
Should I begin to speak, my soul's so full. 
That I should talk of nothmg else all day. 

Mon. My brother ! 

Cham. * Oh my sister ! let me hold thee 

Long in my arms. I ve not beheld thy face 
These many days ; by night I've often seen thee 
In gentle dreams, and satisfied my soul 
With fancied joys, 'till morning cares awak'd me. 
Another sister ! sure it must be so ; 
Though, I remember well, I had but one : 
But I feel something in my heart that prompts 
And tells me she has claim and interest there. 

Acas. Young soldier, you've not only studied war ; 
Courtship, I see, has been your practice too. 
And may not prove unwelcome to my daughter. 

Cham. Is she your daughter ? then my heart told 
true 1 
And I'm at least her brother by adoption : 
For you have made yourself to me a father. 
And by that patent I have leave to love her. 
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Ser. Mohimia^ thou hart told me tnen ^m ftlte^ 
Will flatter^ feign, and make an art of love : 
Is Chamont s^ ? No, sure he^s more than man, 
Something tbat^s near divine, and truth d Wells in 
* . hiin. 

Acas. Thus happy, who would envy pompoua 
power, 
The.luicuiy of courtsy or wealth of cities ? 
Let tl^re be joy through all the housie this dayl 
In every room let plenty flow at Ui^y 
It i& the biith-4ky of my royal master. 
You hAve hot visked the court, Qiamont, 
Since your returki ? 

Chant. I have no business there ; 

I have not slavish- temperance enough 
T attend a favourite^s heels, and watch hi» smiles i 
Bear an ill office done me to my face. 
And thank the Lord that wrong*d me for his fa- 
vour. 

Acas. This you could do. [7b his sonSm 

Ccsi ' Fd serve my prince^ 

Acas. Who*d serve him ? 

Cas\ I would,' my lord. 

Pol. And I; both would. 

Acas. Away. 

He needs not any servants such as you ! . 
Serve him ! he merits more than man can do : 
He is so good, praise cannot speak his worth : 
So mercii^ly sure he ne^er slept in wrath ; 
So just, that wei-e he'but a private man, 
He could not do a wrong. How would you serve 

him? * 

Cas. I'd sisrve him- With my fortune here at home. 
And serve him with my person in his wars^ * 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 

Pol. Die for him, "^ \ 
As every true-bom loyal subject* ought. * 

VOL. n. L 
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, Acas. Let me embrace you both* No^ by the 

souls 
Of xm brave ancestors^ I*m truly happy ; . 
For this be ever blest my marriage-day^ 
Blest be your mother's memory that bore you» 
And double blest be that auspicious hour 
That gave ye birth, Yes^ my aspiring boys. 
Ye shall have business ; when your master wants you, 
You cannot serve a nobler ; I have servVl him ; 
In this old body yet the marks remain 
Of many woutius. I've with this tongue proclaimed 
His right, even in the face of rank j^bellion ; 
And when a foul-mouth'd traitor once prophan*d 
His sftcred name, with my good sabre drawn. 
Even at the head of all his giddy rout, 
I rush'd, an4 clove the rebel to the chine. 

Enter Servant. 

■ . 

Scrv. My lord, th' expected guests are just ar* 

rivd. 
Acas. Go you, and giye them welcome and re- 
ception ^^ 
Cham. My lord^ I sta^d in need of your assist- 
ance 
In something that concerns my peace and honour. 
Acas. Spoke like the son of that brave man I lov'd: 
So freely friendly we convers'd together. 
Whate'er it be with confidence impart it. 
Thou shalt command my fortune and my sword. 
Cham* I dare not doubt your friendship nor your 
justice. 
Your bounty shewn to what I hold most dear. 
My orphan sister, must not be forgotten I 
Acas. Pr'ythee, no more of that; it grates my 

nature. 
Cham. When our dear parents died, they died 
together. 



-— M»^ miA 
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One iate surprizM them^ and one grave received 

them : 
My father with his d3ring breath bequeath*d 
Her to my love : my mother, as she lay 
Languishmg by him, call'd me to her side, 
Took me in hei' iainting arms, wept sind embrac*d me; 
Then pressed me close, and as she observ'd my tears, 
KissM them away ; said she, Chamont, my son, 
By this, and all the love I ever shew*d thee. 
Be careful of Monimia, watch her youth. 
Let not her wants betray her to dishonour ; 
Perhaps kind Heaven may raise some friend. Then 

si^h'd, 
Kiss'd me agam ; so blest us and expired. 
Pardon my grief. 

Acas. It speaks an honest nature* 

Cham* The friend Heaven raisM was you, you 
• took her. up. 
An infant, to the desert world exposed. 
And prov'd another parent. 

Acas. Vve not wronged her. 

Cham. Far be it from my fears. 

Acas. Then why this argument? 

Cham. My lord, my nature's jealous, and you*U 
' bear it. 

Acas. Gro on. 

Cham. Great spirits bear misfortunes hardly : 
Good offices claim gratitude ; and pride. 
Where power is wanting, will usurp a little. 
And make us (rather than bethought behind>hand) 
Pay over-price. 

Acas. I cannot guess your drift ; 

Distrust you me ? 

Cham. No, but I fear her weakness 

May make her pay a debt at any rate ; 
And to deal freely with your lordship's goodness^ 
IVe heard a story lately much disturbs me. 

l2 
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Acof. Then ^rst charge her ;: ^nd if the joflfenet 
be found 
Within mj reaeb, : though t( diiould touch nay na* 

turci 
In my owfa oftpringy . by the dear reniembrahce 
Qf thy brave fiither> whom nny heart rejoiced in, 
rd prosecute it with severest vengeance. [ExiL 

Cham. I thank yoa from my soul. 

Mon. Alas, my brotiierf 

What have I done ? and why do you abuse me ? 
My heart quakes i^ me ; in yout settled &ce 
Aod* clouded brow methink^ I see my fate r 
You will not kill me ! 

Cham. ,' .: Pr*)rthfee, why dost talk so ? 

Mon. Look kindly on me then. I cannot betr 
Severity ; it daunts, * and does amaze me : 
My heart's so tender, should yoa charge me rough 
I should but weep, and ani^wer you with sobbing. 
But use me gentty like a loving forothef. 
And search through all the secrets of my soiiL 
/i-CAi^K>Fearw>thihg, I will shew myself a brolher, 
A tender, honest, and a loving brother* 
You've notfbr^ our father ? 

Mon. I shall never. 

Cham. Then you'll remember too, he vnis a maa 
That liv'd up to the standard of his honour, 
And^irizrd' that jewel imore than mines of wealth: 
He'd not have done.a shameful thing but once. 
Though kept in darkness from the world, and hidden. 
He could not have forgiven it to himself; 
This was the only portion that he left us ? 
And I more-gbryin it, than if possess'd 
Of all that ever fortune threw on fools; 
"^TwaBv .'large trusty and must be manag'd nicely: 
Now if by any chance, Monimia, 
You have soil'd this gem, and taken fit>m its value, 
How will you account with me ? 



^ fc 
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Mim. I ohallwift en?yy 

Malice^ and all the practices of hell^ 
To censure all the actions of my past 
Unhaj^y life, and taint me if taey can I 

Cham. I'll tell thee then ; three night ago, as I 
Lay musmg in my bed, all darkness Bound me, 
A sudden damp struck to my heart, cold sweat 
De wM all my face,.' and trembling seized my limbs ; 
My bed shook under me, the oirtains started, 
And -to my tortured ftm^ there appeared 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art. 
Thy garments flowing loose, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, who by turns cares8*d thee 
With all the freedom of unbounded pleasure: 
I snatchM my sword, and in the very moment 
Darted at the phantom, straight it left me ; 
Then rose and call'd for lights, when, O dire omen t 
I found my weapon had the. arras pierc'd. 
Just where that famous tale was interwoven. 
How the unhappy Theban slew his fiither. 

Mon. And for this cause my virtue is suspected! 
Becasxse in dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I must be tortur'd waking ! 

Cham. Have a care • 

Labour not to be justified too fast : 
Hear all, and then let justice hold the scale. 
What followed was the riddle that confounds me : 
Through a. close lane, as I pursued my journey. 
And meditated on the last night's vision, 
I spyM a wrinkled hag, with age grown double. 
Picking dry sticks, and mumbling to herself; 
Her eyes with scalding rheum were galFd and red ; - 
Cold palsy shook her head, - her hands seem*d 

withered. 
And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapt 
The tatter'd remnant of an old striped hanging. 
Which served to keep her carcai|S fi^m the cold ; 
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So tbeve was i nothing of a piece about her ; 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarsely patch'd 
Witli difFrent colour'd rags, black, red, white, yellow. 
And seem'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 
J ask'd her of nay way, which she inform*d mc ; 
Then cravM my charity, and bade me hasten 
To save a sister : at that word I started. 

Mon. The common cheat of beggars every day ! 
They flock about our doors, pretend to giits 
Of prophecy, and telling foQk their fortunes. 

Cham. Oh ! but she told me such a tale, Monivia, 
As in it bore great circumstance of truth ; 
Casta! io and Polydore, my sister. 

Mon. Hah ! 

Cham* What, altered ! does your.cOurage fail you! 
Now by my father's soul the witch was honest ; 
Answer me, if thou hast not lost to them 
Thy honour at a sordid gaknc. 

Mon., I will, 

I must, so hardly my misfortune loads me« 
That both have ofler'd me their loves, most true. — 

Cham. And 'tis.as true too, they have both undone 
thee. 

Mon. Though they both with earnest vows 
Have press'd my:heart, if e'er in thought I yielded 
To any but Castalio 

Cham. But Castalio ! 

Mon. Still will you cross the line of my discourse! 
Yes, I confess that he has won my soul 
By generous love, and honourable vows : 
Whicb he this day appointed to complete. 
And make himself by holy marriage mine. 

Cham. Art thou then spotless? hast thou still 
preserv'd 
Thy virtue white without a blot untainted i 

Mon. When I'm unchaste, may Heaven reject 
my prayers ! 
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Or more, to make me wretched^ may you know 

kl 

Cham. Oh then^ Monimia^ art thou dearer to me 
Than all the comforts ever yet blessM man. 
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin. 
Trust not a man ; we are by nature ialse^ 
Dissembling, subtle, cruel, and inconstant : 
When a man talks of love with caution trust him ; 
But if he swears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Castalio sooth ihee : 
Avoid it as thou wouldst preserve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whose soul thou'rt pVecious. 

Mim. I will I 

Cham. Appear as cold, when next you nueet, as 
great ones. 
When merit begs, then shalt thou see how soon 
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow easy. 

lExit. 

JMon. Yes, I will try him ; torture him severely ; 
For, oh Castalio ! thou too much hast wronged me. 
In leaving me to Polydore*s ill usage. 
He comes ; and now for once, oh Love, stand neuter. 
Whilst a hard part's performed ! for I must tempt, 
Wound his soft nature, though my own heart aches 

for't. [Exit, 

Enter Castalio. 

Cos. Monimia, Monimia ! She's gone ; 

And seem'd to part with anger in her eyes ; 
I am a fool ; and she has found my weakness ; 
She uses me already like a slave 
Fast bound in chains, to be chastis'd at will : 
Twas not well done to trifle with my brother : 
I might have trusted him with all the secret, 
Open'd my silly beart, and shewn it bare. 
But then he loves her too ; but not like me* 
I am a doting honest slave, design'd 
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For bondage,, inarmge-bsQndf^. wlll^ Ihwe.mrcm 
To wear : It is the only thing I e'er 
Hidiroai bis knowledge ; and he'll sum forgive 
The first transgression (^^ wr^l^hed friend « 
Betray'd to love and all its little f^}i^9». 

« 

Enter !Polydore and Page at the Door, 

PoL Here place yo\xx»ek[^ pind ^i^h my brother 
throughly: . . .... 

If he should chance to meet Mo^jtmia, .make 
Just observation of each word and-i^etion ; . • .• 
Pass not one circumstance without rdmark : 
Sir, ^tis your office, do't and bring me word. 

Ejnt Poi^YDOIUB. 



' ' » 1 



Enter Monimia. 

Cas. Monimia, my ange), 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a turtle here alone. 
To droop ^nd mourn the absence of my mate. 
When ^pu art from me every' place is desert. 
And I, methinks, am savage and forlorn ; 
Thy presence only *tis can make me bless'd. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my souL 

Man, Oh the bewitching tongues of fiuthless 
men ! 
Tis thus the false hyaena makes her moan. 
To draw the pitying traveller to her den ; 
Your sex are so^ such false dissemblers all. 
With sighs and plaints y'entice poor women's hearts. 
And all that pity you are made your prey. 

Cos. What means my love! Oh, how have I de- 
served 
This language from the sovereign of my joys ? 
Stop, stop those tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful dew from a distempered sky ; 
I feel them chill me to the very heart. 

Man. Oh, you are ialse, Castalio, most fbrsword, 
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Attempt no'ftusther to ddude my faith. 
My heart is fix*d, and you shall shak't no more* 
Cos. Who told you so? what hell^^bred viUain 
dorst 
Profane the sniered biMncss of tny love ? 

Man. Yoiir brother,? knowing on what terms Fm 
here, • 
Th* unUappy object of jrour fathei^s oharity. 
Licentiously fKsoours'd to me of love, 
And durst afiiront me with* bis brutal passion* 

Cas. *Tis I have \^n to blame, and only I ; 
False to my brother and uiijust to thee/ 
For oh ! he loves thee too, and this day own*d it» 
Tax'd me with mine, and claimed a right above me. 
Man. And Kvas year: love so veiy tame to 
shrink. 
Or, rather than lose him, abandon me ? 

Cas. I, knowiiig him precipitate and nsh. 
To calm his heat, andiooonosal my happiness, 
SeemM to oomply with his unruly will ; 
Talk'd as he talk'd, and granted all he ask'd ; 
Lest he in rage might have our loves betray'd. 
And I for ever had Monimia lost. ' 
Mon. Gould you then ? did you ? can you own 
it too? 
^was poorly done, unworthy of yourself; 
And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Cas. Is this Monimia ^ surely ho I tiH now 
I ever thought her dove-like, soft^ and- kind. 
Who trusts his heart widi woman 's surely lost: 
You were made text on purpose to undo us. 
Whilst greedily we snatch th* alluring bait. 
And ne'er distrust the poison diat it hides. 
Man. When love ill-placM would find a means to 

break — 
Cas. It never wants pretences or excuse. 
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Mon. Man, therefore, was a lord-Iike oieatare 
made ; 
RoiUgh as the winds, and as inconstant too :' 
A lofty aspect given him for command. 
Easily softened, when he would betray : 
Like conquering tyrants, you our breasts invade. 
Where you are pleased to forage for a while ; 
But soon you find new conquests out, and leave 
The ravaged province ruinate and waste. 
If so, Castalio, you have serv'd my heart, 
I find tfiat desolation's settled there, 
And I shall ne'er recover peace again. 

Cdi. Who can hear this, and bear an equal 
mind! 
Since you will drive me from you, I must go ; 
But, oh, Monimia, when tbou'st banished me. 
No creeping slave, though tractable and dull 
As artful woman for her ends would chuse, . 
Shall ever dote as I have done : for, oh ! 
No tongue ray pleasure nor my pain can tell ; 
Tis Heaven tb have thee, and without thee Hell. 

Mon. Casti^lio ! stay I we must not part. I find 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
These little quarrels love must needs rorgive. 
They rouse up drowsy thoughts, and wake my soul. 
Oh ! charm me with the* music of thy tongue ; 
I*m ne'er so blest as when I hear thy vows. 
And listen to the language of thy heart. 

Cos. .Where am II surely Paradise is round me I 
Sweets planted by the hand of Heaven grow here. 
And every sense is fulJ of thy perfection. 
To hear thee speak might calm a madman's frenzy, 
Till by attention he forgot his sorrows ; 
But to behold thy eyes, the amazing beauties 
Might make him rage again with love, as I do. 
To touch thee's Heaven ; but to enjoy thee, oh I 
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Thou natiire*8 whole perfection in one pieoe! . ' 
Sure framing thee Heaven took unusual cai^ 
As its own hniuty it designed thee Air ; 
And formed tbee by the bett-lov'd angel there. 



ACT III. 
SCENE I.' 

Enter Polydore and Page. 

Poi. Were they so kind ? Express it to me all 
In words ; *twill make me think I saw it too. 

Page. At first* I thought they'had been mortal 
foes : 
Monimia rag'd, Castalio grew disturbed ; 
Each thought the other wrong'd, yet both so 

haughty, 
They,scom*d submission, though love all the while- 
The rebel play*d and scarce could be contained. 

Pol. But what succeeded ? 

P^g^* Oh, 'twas wond*rous pretty! 

For of a sudden all the storm was past^ 
A gentle calm of love succeeded it ; 
Monimia sigh'd and blush*d^ Castalio swore ; 
As you, my lord, I well remember, did 
To my young sister in the orange grove^ 
When I was first preferred to be your pi^« 

Pol. Happy Castalio ! Now, by my great soul^ 
My ambitious souF, that languishes to gloiy^ 
ril have her yet, by my best hopes I will. 
She shall be mine, in spite of all her arts. 
But for Castalio why was I refused ? 
Has he supplanted me by some foul play ? 
Traduced my honour ? Death ! he durst not do't. 
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It must! be so : weparted, ami he ineiher. 
Half ta compUanoe brought .by ine> suqnia'd i 
Her sinking virtue^ till 'she jnelded quile : 
So poachers basely pick up^tired gsme^ 
Wmkt. the fair hunter's cheated of his prey. 
Boy! 

Page. My lord ! 

Pol. Go to your chamber and prepare your 
lute; 
Find out some song to please me, that describes 
Women's hypocrisies, their subtle wiles^ 
Betraying smiles, feign'd tears, inconstancies. 
Their painted outsides, and corrupted niinds. 
The sum of all their follies and their falsehoods. 

Enter Servant 

Ser. Oh, the unhappiest tidings tongue e'er told ! 

Pol. The matter! 

Ser. Oh! your father, my good master, 

As with his euests he sat in mirth rais'd high. 
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful board, 
A sudden trembling seiz'd on &11 his limbs ; 
His eyes distorted grew ; bis visage pale ; 
;His speech forsook him ; life itself seemed fled ; 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 

Enter Acasto^ leaning on two. 

Acas. Support riie, give me air, I'll yet recover : 
'Twas but a slip decaying nature made ; 
For she grows weary near her journey's en^. 
Where aoe niy s<ms.? Conde hear, my Polydore; 
Your brother ! where's Castalio ? 

Serv. My lord, 

I've search'd, as you commanded, all the house; 
He and Monimia are not to be found. 

Acas. Not to be found ! then where are all my 
friends ? 
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Tiswelli— 

I hope they'll pardon an unhappy lauJt 

My unmanneify ioAMaity has 'made t ' ^ 

Dei^th could npt cone in a mwe Welcome hour ; 

For Fro pvepar'd to mieet himi andtnethinks 

Would live and die with all my friends about me. 

« 

Enter, Castauo* 

Cm. Angels'pre^erve my dearest fiitherV life» 
Bless it with long uukitemipted dajrs ! 
Oh ! ' inAy heilwe till time itself decay^ 
Till gDodimen wish him dead> or I.offend him ! 

Acas. Thjnk>u, Castriio, give me both your 
bands, . 
And bear meiup, Td. walka.So^ noir, raethiiiks^ . 
I appear as great as Ifeccules himself. 
Supported % the pillars he had raised. 

Cos. My lord, your chaplain. 

Acoi. Let the good man enter. 

Enttr Chaplain. 
Chap. Heacven guard your lordship, and restore 

4ca^ I haye provided.fer thec^ if I die. 
No^wning! 'tis a scandal to thy office. 
My sons, as thus united, ever live, 
And for the estate, you 11 find, when I am dead, 
I have divided it betwixt you both. 
Equally parted, as you shared my love ; 
Only, to sweet Monimia IVe bequeathe 
Ten diousand crowns, a Kttle portion for her. 
To wed her honourably as she's bom.. 
Be not less friends because you're brothers ; shun 
The man that's singular, his mind's unsound. 
His spleen o^erweighs his brains ; but, above all. 
Avoid the politic, the factious fool, . 
The busy, puzaing, talking, harden'd knave. 
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The quaint smooth rogue^ that sins against hb 

rcsison^ . 
Calls saucy loud suspicion, public 2ea1> 
And mutiny, the dictates of his spirit. 
Be very careful how ye make neve friends; 
Men read not morals now : it was a dustom. 
But all are to their fathers' vices born. 
And in their mothers* ignorance are bred. 
Let marriage be the last mad thing ye do. 
For all the sins and follies of the past. 
If you have children, never give them knowledge ; 
Twill spoil their fortune ; fools are all the faBhion. 
If youVe religion, keep it to yourselves ; 
Atheists will else make use of toleration, 
And laugh ye out on't : ' never shew religion, 
Except ye mean to pass for knaves of consdenoe. 
And cheat believing fools that think ye boneat. 

Enter Serina. 

Ser. My father! 

Acas. My heart's darling ! 

Ser^ '- Let my knees 

Fix to the earth ; ne'er let my ieyes have rest. 
But wake aiid weep till Heaven restore my father ! 

Acas. Rise to my arms,.. and thy kind prayen 
are answered ; . 
For thou'rt a wond'rous extract of all goodness. 
Bom for my joy, and no paiin's felt when n^r thee. 
Chamont! 

* 

Enter Chamont. 

Cham. My lord, may't prove not an unlucky 
omen : 

Many, I see, are waiting round about you. 

And I am come to ask a blessing tod. 
Acas. May*st thou be happy ! - 
Cham. Where?. 
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Acas. In all tby wishes ! 

Cham. Confirm me so^ and make this fair one 
mine. 
I am unpractisM in the trade of courtship, 
And know not how to deal love out with art ; 
Onsets in love seem best like those in war. 
Fierce^ resolnte, and done with all the force ; 
So I would open my whole heart at once, 
And pour out the abundance of my soul. 

Acas^ What says Serina? canst thou love a 
soldier? 
One born, to honour, and to honour bred ; 
One that has learn'd to treat ev'n foes with kindness ; 
To wrong no good man's fame, nor praise himself. 

&r. Oh I name not love, for that*s allied to joy. 
And joy must be a stranger to my heart. 
When you*re in danger. May Chamont's good 

fortune 
Render him lovely to some happier maid I 
Whilst I at friendly distance see him blest. 
Praise the kind gods, and wonder at his virtues. 

AcM. Chamont, pursue her, conquer and possess 
her; 
And, as my son, a third of all my fortune 
Shall be thy lot. 

But keep thy eyes from wandering, man of frailty. 
Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton ; 
Shun their enticements : ruin, like a vulture. 
Waits on their conquests; falsehood too's their 

business: 
They put false beauty off to all the world. 
Use false endearments to the fools that love them ; 
And, when they marry, to their silly husbands 
They bnng false virtue, broken fame and fortune. 

Mon. Hear you that, my lord ? 

PoL Yes^ my fair monitor; old men always 
talk thus. 
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* Acm. Chamont, you told me some doubts, that 

pres&'d you. 
Are you yet satisfied that Fm your friend ? 

Cham. My lord, I would not lose that satisfiwtion 
For any blessing I could ever wish for. 
As to my fears, already I have lost them ; 
They ne'er shall vex me more, or trouble you. 
Acas. I thank you« Daughter, you must do so 
too. 
My friends, 'tis late, 

For my disorder seems all past and over. 
And I, methinks, begin to feel new health. 
. Cos. Would you but rest, it might restcMre yoo 

quite.. .. 
fAcas» Yes, V\\ to bed; old men must humour 
weakness. 
Let me have music, then, to lull and chase 
This melancholy thought of death away. 
Good night, my friends! Heaven guard ye all! 

. good night ! 
To-morrow, early, well salute the day, 
Find out new pleasures, and redeem lost time. 

[Exeunt all but Chamont and Chaplain. 
Cham. Hist, hist, sir Gravity ; a word with yoa. 
Chbp. With .me, sir ? 

Cham. If you're at leisure, sir, we^U waste an 
hour. 
*Tis yet too soon to sleep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your conversation to a stranger. 
Chap. Sir, you're a soldier. 
Cham. Yes. 

Chap. I love a soldier, 

And had been one myself, but that my parents 
Would make me what you see me ; yet I'm honest, 
For all that I wear black. 

Cham. And thaf s a wonder. 

Have you had long dependance on this ftmily r 
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Chap. I have nQt diought it ao^ beoause my 
tiniQ'a 
Spent pleasantly* My lord's not haughty nor im- 

peFiotts^ 
Nor I graTely whimsical ; he has good-nature^ 
And I have manners : 
His sons^ too, are civil to me, because . 
I do not pr^ad to be wiser than th0y are : 
I meddle with no man's business but my own ; 
I rise in a morning early, study moderately^ 
Eat and drink cheerfully, live soberly^ 
Take my innocent {Measures freely, 
£o meet with respect^ and am not the je^t of the 

fiunily. 

Chanu I'm glad ycM are so happy.— ^ 
A pleasant fellow this, and may be ^useful. {Aside. 
Knew you my father, the old Chamont ? 

Chap. I did ; and was most sorry when we lost 
him* 

Cham. Why? didst thou love him ? 

Chap. Every body lov'd him; besides, he was 
my master's friend. 

Cham. I could embrace th^e for that very notion. 
If thou didst love my father, I could thirtk 
Thou would'st not be an enemy to me« ^ 

Chapk I can be no man* s foe* 

Cham. Then pr'ythee tell me, 

Think'st thou the Lord Castalio loves my sister ? 
Nay, never start. Come, come, I know thy office 
Opens thee all the secrets of the family ; 
Then, if .thou'rt honest, use this freedom kindly. 

Chap. Love your sister ! 

Cham. Ay, love her. 

Chap. ] Sir, I never ask'd him. 

And wonder you should ask it me. 

Cham. Nay, but thou'rt an hypocrite; is theie 
not one 

VOL. II. M 
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Of all thy tribe that*s honest in your schools ? 
The pride of your superiors makes ye slaves : 
Ye all live loathsome, sneaking, servile lives ; 
Not free enough to practise generous truth. 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the world* 

Chap. I would deserve a better thought from 
you. 

Cham. If thou would'st have me not oontrann 
.thy office 
And character, think all thy brethren knaves. 
Thy trade a cheat, and thou its worst professor : 
Inform me; for I tell thee, priest, I'll know. 

Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has 
wrong'd her. 

Cham. How ! wrong'd her ! have a care ; for this 
may lay 
A scene of mischief to undo us all. 
But tell me, wrong*d her, said'st thou ? 

Chap. Ay, sir ; wrone'd her. 

Cham. This is a secret worth a monarcas for- 
tune; 
What shall I give thee for*t? Thou dear physician 
Of sickly souls, unfold this riddle to me. 
And comfort min e 

Chap. I would hide nothing from you, willingly. 

Cham. Nay, then again thou'rt honest. Would*st 
thou tell me ? . 

Chap. Yes, if I durst. 

Cham. Why, what affrights thee 2 

Chap. You do. 

Who are not to be trusted with the secret 

Cham. Why, I am no fool. 

Chap. So, indeed, you say. 

Cham. Pr*ythee, be serious then. 

Chap. You see I am so, 

And hardly shall be mad enough to-night. 
To trust you with my ruin. 
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Cham* Art thou, then^ 

So far concem'd in*t ? What has been thy office ? 
Curse on that formal, steady, villain's fiux ! 
Just so do all bawds look ; nay, bawds, they say^ 
Can pray upon occasion, talk of Heaven, * 
Turn up their goggling eye-balls, rail at vice, 
Dissemble, lie, and pieach like any priest 
Art thou a bawd ? 

Chap. Sir, Tm not often iis*d thto. 

Cham* Be just then. 

Chap. So I shall be, to the trust 

That's laid upon me. 

Cham. By the reverenced soul , 

Of that great honest man that gave me being. 
Tell me but what thou know'st concerns my honour^ 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy wrong, 
May this good sword ne'er do me right in battle I 
May I ne'er know that blessed peace of mind. 
That dwells in good and pious men, like thee I 

Chap. I see your temperas mov'd, and I will 
trust you ! 

Cham. Wilt thou ? 

Chap. I will ; but if it ever 'scape you— — 

Cham. It never shall. 

Chap. Swear then* 

Cham. I do, by all 

That's dear to me, by the honour of my name. 
And that dread power I serve, it never shall. 

Chap. Then, this good day, when all the house 
was busy, 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fiird each room. 
As I was walking in the grove, I met them. 

Cham. What, met them in the grove together } 
tell me 
How : walking, standing, sitting, l3nng ? hah? 

Chap. I, by their own appointment, met them 
there, 

M 2 
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Received their marriage vows, and joined their 
' hands. 

Cham. How! married t 

Chap. Yes, sir. 

Cham. Ilien my sours at peace t 

3ut why would you delay so long to give it ? 

Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acasto ; may be I was too cautious 
To trust the secret from me. 

Cham. Whafs the cause 

I cannot guess, though 'tis my sister*s honour. 
I do not like this marriage 

Huddled i*the dark, and done at too much venture : 
The business looks with an unlucky face^ 
Keep still the secret, for it ne*er shall 'scape me, 
Not even to them, the new-match'd pair. Farewell. 
Believe my truth, and know me for thy friend. 

Enter Castauo and Monimia. 

Cas. Youn^ Chamont, and the chaplain! sure 
'tis they ! 
No matter what's Cbntriv'd, or who consulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine ; though this sad lode 
Seems no good boding omen to her bliss ; 
£^se, pr'3^hee, tell me why that look cast down? 
Why that sad sigh, as if thy heart were breaking ? 

Moni Castatio, I am thinking what we've done. 
The Heavenly Powers were sure displeaa'd to-day? 
For at the ceremony as we stood. 
And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good priest pronounc'd the saered words, 
Pstssion grew big, and I c(>uld not forbear ; 
Tears drown'd my eyes, and trembling sei^d my 

soul. 
What should that mean ? 

Cas. Oh, thou art tender all ! 
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Gentle and kind as sympathizing nature I 
When a sad story has been told, IVe seen 
Thy little breasts^ with soft compassion swelPdj 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying birds ; 
But now let fear be banished ; think no more 
Of danger, for there^s safety in my arms ; 
Liet them receive thee : Heaven grows jealous now ; 
Sure she's too good for any mortal creature I 
I could grow wild, and praise thee even to mad- 
ness. 
But wherefore do I dally with my bliss ? 
The nighfs fer spent, and day draws on apace ; 
To bec^ my love, and wake till I come thither. 

Pol. [At the doarJ] So hot, my brother ? 

Mon. Twill be impossible : 

You know your fether*s chamber's next to mine. 
And the least noise will certainly alarm him# 

Ca$* Impossible? impossible? alas I 
Is't possible to live one hour without thee ? 
Let me behold those eyes ; they'll tell me truth. 
Hast thou no longing r Art thou still the same 
Cold icy virgin ? No ; thou'rt alter'd quite. 
Haste, haste to bed, and let loose all diy wishes. 

Mon. 'Tis but one night, my lord ; I pray be 
rul'd. 

Ca9* Try if thou'st power to stop a flowing tide. 
Or in a tempest make the seas be calm ; 
And when that's done, I'll conquer my desires. 
No more, my blessing. What shall be the sign ? 
When shall I come ? For to my joys I'll steal 
As if I ne'er had paid my freedom for them. . 

Mon. JiiUBt three soft strokes upon the chamber* 
door. 
And at that signal you shall gain admittance: 
But speak not the least word ; for if you should, 
'Tis surely heard, and all will be betmy'd. 

Cos. Oh ! .doubt it not, Monioooa ; our joys 
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Shall be a» silent as th* ecstatic bliss 
Of souls that by intelligence converse : 
Immortal pleasures shall our senses drown^ 
Thought shall be lost, and ev*ry pow'r dissolved : 
Away, my love ; first take this kiss. Now haste. 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each minute past. 

[JS<rtV MoNiMiA. 
My brother wand'ring too, so late, this way ! 

PoL Castalio! 

Cas. My Poly dore, how do'st thou ? 

How does our &ther ? is he well recovered ? 

Pol. I left him happily repos'd to rest; 
He*s still as gay as if his life were young. 
But how does fair Monimia ? 

CcL8. Doubtless, well. 

A- cruel beauhr, with her conquest pleased, 
Is always joynil, and her mind in health. 

PoL Is she the same Monimia still she was ? 
May we not hope she*s made of mortal mould ? 

Cos. She is not woman else : 
Though Fm grown weary of this tedious hoping. 
We've in a barren desert stray*d too long. 

Pol. Yet may relief be unexpected found. 
And love's sweet manna covei^ all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? 

Cas. No ; she has still avoided me. 
Her brother, too, is jealous of her grown. 
And has been hinting something to my iktfaer. 
I wish rd never meddled with the matter. 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore 

PoU To what? 

Cos* To leave^ this peevish beauty to herself. 

Pol. What, quit my love ? as soon Pd quit my 

r>st 
_ ^ ^ like a coward run away. 

No, by my stars, I'll chase her till she yields 
To me, or meets her rescue in another. 
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Cos. Nay^ she has beau^ that might shake the 
leagues 
Of miehty kings, and set the world at odds : 
But I have wond*rous reasons on my side^ 
That would persuade thee, were they known. 

Pol. Then speak them. 

What are they ?, Came ye to her window here 
To learn them now? Castalio, have a care; 
Use honest dealing with your friend and brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my love so blinded. 
But can discern your purpose to abuse me. 
Quit your pretences to her. 

Cos. Grant I do ; 

You love capitulations, Polydore^ 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. 

PoL You say youVe reasons. Why are they 
conceard ? 

Cm. To-morrow I may tell you. 
It is a matter oi such consequence, 
As I must well consult ere I reveal : 
But, pr*ythee, cease to think I would abuse thee. 
Till more be known. 

Pol. When you^ Castalio, cease 

To meet Monimia unknown to me, 
And then deny it slavishly, I'll cease 
To think Castalio fidthless to his friend. 
Did I not see you part this very paoment ? 

Cos. It seems you've watch'd me, then ? 

Pt^. I scorn the office. 

Cos. Pr'ythee, avoid a thing thou may'st repent. 

PoL That is, henceforward making leagues widi 

you- 
Ca$. Nay, if you're*angry, Polydore, good night. 

[Estt. 

Pol. Good night, Castalio, if you're in such 

haste. 

He little thinks I've overheard th' appointment : 



1 

I 



168 tHE ORl»ttAN ; en, [Attm. 

But to his t^hfiinber^s gone to wait ewhiley 
Then come and take possession of my love. 
Tliis is the utniost pomt of all my hope^i^ 
Or now she must Or never can be mine. 
Oh I fof a means now how to counterplot^ 
And disappoint this happy elder brother. 
In every thing we do, or undiertake^ 
He soars above me, mount what height I can, 
And keeps the start he got of me in birth. 
Cordelio I 

Enter Page. 

Page. My lord ! 
PoL Come hither, boy. 

Thou hast A pretty, forward, lying face, 
And may*st in time expect prefemaetit : can'it 

thou 
Pretend to secrecy, cajole and flatter 
Thy master*s follies, and assist his pleasures ? 

Page. My lord, I could do any thing fivr yoa, 
And ever be a very faithful boy. 
Command ; whate*er*s your pleasure, I*U observe. 
Be it to run, or watch ; or to convey 
A letter to a beauteous lady's bosom ; 
At least I am not dull, and soon should learn. 
Pol. 'Tis pity, then, thou should'st not be em- 
ployed. 
Go to my brother, he's in's chamber now, 
'Undressing, and preparing for his rest ; 
Find out some means to keep him up a while ; 
Tell him a pretty story that may please 
His. ear ; . invent a tale, no matter what : 
If he should ask of me, tell him Pm gone 
To bed^ and sent you there to know bis pleasure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well said, Poly- 

dore; 
Dissemble with thy brdther ; that'« one pointy 
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But do not leave him till he's in his bed ; 
Or if he chance to walk again this way^ 
Follow and do not. quit him^ but seem fond 
To do him little offices of service. 
Perhaps at last it mn^y ofi^d i^tn i then 
Retire^ imd wait till I come in. Away : 
Succeed in this^ and beesapioy'd.agpiin. 

Page* Doubt not^ my lord : he has been 9^ays 
kind 
To me ; wcmld ofteti set cue on hu knee ; 
Then give me sweetm^ts^ call me pretty* boy, 
AhA adc me whut the maids talked of at nights. 

PcL Run Quickly then, and prosperous be thy 

wishes. [£<s^ Piige. 

Here I'm. alone and fit for mischief; now 
To cheat this brother, wilFt be honest, that 
I heard thejiign she pnder'd him to give. 
Oh, for the art of Proteus^ but to change 
The happy Polydoie to hlest Castalio ! 
She's not so well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her arms as well as he» 
Then, when I'm happily possest of more 
Than sense can think, all loosened into joy. 
To hear my disappointed brother come. 
And give the unregarded signal; Oh I 
What a maliooos j^easure will that be I 
Just three soft fitrbkes upon the chamber-door: 
But speak not the least word ; for, if you should, 
Tis surely heard, and we are both bejbray*d. 
How I adore a mtatress that contrives 
With care to la^ the business of her joys t 
One that has wit to chann the verv i^oul. 
And ^ve s double relish to delist! 
Blest Heavens assist me but in this dear hour, . . 
And my kind stars be but propitious now. 
Dispose of me hereafler as you please. 
Mopimia I Mommia ! . [Give^ the 4ign* 
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Maid at the window. 

Maid^ Who*8 there ? 

Fol. Ti» L 

Maid. My Lord Castalio ? 

Pol. The same. 

How does my love^ my dear Monimia ? 

Maid. Oh! , 

She wonders much at your unkind delay ; 
YouVe staid so lo;ig, that at each little noise 
The wind but makes, she asks if you are coming. 

Pol. Tell her Fm here, and let the door be 
opened. [Maid descends. 

Now boast, Castalio, triumph now, and tell 
Thyself strange stories of a promised bliss. 

IThe door unhoUi 
It opens, hah ! what means my trembling flesh ! 
Limbs, do your office, and support me well. 
Bear me to her, then fail me if ye can. [Exit* 

Enter Castalio and Page. » 

.Page. Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely 
^ morning. 
Pray let us hunt 

Cas. Go, y ou*re an idle prattler ; 

I'll stay at home to-morrow ; if your lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my hounds: go^ 

leaye me ; 
I must to bed. 

Page. I'll wait upon your lordship. 

If you think fit, and sing you to repose. 

bas. No, my kind boy, the night is too far wasted; 
My senses, too, are quite disrob'd of thoi^t, 
And ready all with me to go to rest 
Good-night : commend me to my brother. ' 

Page. Oh! 

•You never heard the last new song I leam'd ; 
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It 18 the finest^ prettiiBst song, indeed^ * 
Of my lord and my kdy^ yoa know who. 
That were caught togietber, you know where. 
My lord^ indeed it is. 

Cos. You must be whijqp'd, youngster^ if yoa get 
such 
Songs as those are. 

What means this boy*s impertinence^ to-night ? 
' Page. Why, what must I sing, pray, my dear 

k>itl? 

Cos. Psalms, child, psalms. 

Page. O dear mel boys that go to sdiool leam 
psalms, 
But pages, that are better bred^ sing lampoons. 

Cos. Well, leave me ; I am weary. 

Page. Oh ! but you promis'd me^ last time I 
told you what colour my Lady Monimia*s stockings 
were of, and that she gartered them above knee, 
that you would give me a little horse to go a hunt* 
ing upon, so you did : FU tell you no more stories, 
except you keep your word with me. 

Cas. Well go, you trifler ; and to-morrow ask me. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can't abide to lieave 
you. 

Cas. Why, wert thou instructed to attend me ? 

Page. No, no, indeed, indeed, my lord^ I was 
not; 
But I know what I know. 

Cas. What dost thou know ? Death ! what can 
all this mean ? 

Page. Oh I I know who loves some body. 

Cas. Whafs that to me, boy ? 

Page. Nay, and I know who loves you, too. 

Cas. Thaf s a wonder ; pr'ytliee tell it me. 

Page. T^i o ' tis I know who 
But will you give me the horse, then ? 

Cas. I will, my child. 
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Page. It is my lady Monimia^ look you: bvt 
don*t you tell ber I told you; she'll ^ve me no 
more play-things^ then* I heard her say so as she 
lay a-bed^ man. 

Cm. TalW she of me when in her bed, Cordelio ? 

Page. Yes ; and I sung her the song you made, 
too: 
And she did so sigh, aud so look with her eyes ; 
And ber breasts did so lift up and down^ I could 
have found in my heart to have beat them, for they 
made me ashamed. 

Oi9. Hwk I what's that noise? 
Take this^ begone^ and leave me. 
You knave, you little flatterer, get you g^me. 

Surely it was a noise* Hist !■ ■ only &Bcy» 

For all is hush'd^ as nature were retired. 

And the perpetual motion standing still : 

So much she from her work appears to cease. 

And every warring element's at peace ; 

AH the wild herds are ifi their coverts oouch'd ; 

The fishes to their banks or ooze repaired. 

And to the murmurs of the waters sleep ; 

The feeling air's at rest, and feels no noise. 

Except of some soft breaths among the trees, 

Rockmg the harmless birds that rest upon them. 

'Tis now that, guided by my love, I go 

To take possession of Monimia's arms. 

Sure Polydore's by this time gone to bed. 

At midnight thus the us'rer steals untrack'd. 

To make a visit to his hoarded gold. 

And feasts his eyes upon his shining Mammon. 

[KnoQh. 
She hewi me not ; sure she already sleeps : 
Her wishes could not brook so long delay. 
And her poor heart has beat itself to rest. 

[Knocks again. 
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Monimmt my angel — hah— «not yet^- 
How loDg'^t the soitest moment of delay 
To a heart impatient of its pangs, like mine. 
In sight of ease, and panting to the goal ? 

iKmcks again. 
Once mor e *' ■■' 

Maid. Who*s there, 

l%at ebmes tfaos nidely to dkturb our rest ? 
Cos. Tis I. 

Maid. Who are you ? what's 3rour name? 

Cos. Suppose 

The LiOrd Castalio. 

Maid. I know you not 

The Ix>rd CastaKo has no business here. 

Cos. Hah I hat^ a care I what can ^s meaa } 
WhoeVr tiiou art, I charge thee to Monimia fly ; 
Tell her Yva her^, and wait upon my doom* 

Maid. Whoe'er ye are, ye may rqient this out- 
rage. 
My lady must not be disturb'd^ Good night 
Cas. She must, tell her she shall ; go, Fm in 
haste. 
And bring her tidings from the state ci love ; 
They're all in consuKation met together. 
How to reward my truth, and crown her vows. 
Maid* Sure the man's mad. 
Cos. Or this will make me so : 

Obey me, or, by all the wrongs I suflfer, 
rU scale the window, and come in by force. 
Let the sad conseouence be what it will. 
This creature's trifling folly makes me mad. 

Maid. My lad]^s answer is, you may depart ; 
She says she knows you : you are Polydore, 
Sent by Castalio, as you were to-day, 
Taffront and do her violence again. 
Cos. I'll not believe't 
ilfaiVt You may, sir. 
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Cm. Curies blast thee ! 

Maid. Well^ His a fine cool evening, and I hope 
May cure the raging fever in your blood* 
Good-night. 

Cm. And farewell all that's just in woman ! 
This is contriv*d^ a studied tricky to abuse 
My easy nature, and torment my mind ; 
Sure now she's bound me &st, and means to lord it. 
To rein me hard, and ride ipe at her will^ 
Till, by degrees, she shape me into fool 
For all her future uses. Death and torment ! 
*Tis impudence to think my soul will bear it. 
Oh, I could grow even wild, and tear my hair : 
*Tis well, Monimia, that thy empire's short; . 
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow oome. 
And try if all th^ arts appease my wrone ; 
Till when, be this detested place my bed, 

[LUs damn. 
Where I will ruminate on woman's ills^ 
Laugh at myself, and curse th' inconstant sex. 
Faithless Monimia 1 Oh, Monimia ! 

Enter £rn£sto. 

Em. Either 

My sense has been deluded, or this way 
I heard the sound of sorrow ; . 'tis late night. 
And none whose mind's at peace, would wander 

now. 

Cos. Who's there ? 

Em. A friend. 

Cas. If thou art so, retire, 

And leave this place, for I would be alone. 

Em. Castalio ! My lord, why in this posture^ 
Stretch'd on the ground? Your honest true old 

servant. 
Your poor Ernesto, cannot see you thus ; 
Rise, I beseech you. 
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Cm. If thou art Ernesto^ 

As by thy honesty thou seem'st to be. 
Once leave me to my folly. 

Em. I can't leave you. 

And not the reason know of your disorders. 
Remember how, when young, I, in my arms. 
Have often borne you, pleased you in your pleasures, 
And sought an early share in your aflfection. 
Do not discard me now, but let me serve you. 

Cos. Thou can*st not serve me. 

Em. Why ? 

Cos. Because my thoughts 

Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretcl^ art past 

them. 

Em. I hate the sex. 

Cos. Then Tm thy friend, EmestOt 

[Rim. 
rd leave the world for him that hates a woman. 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailQr ! 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman t 
Who was*t betrayed the csqpitol ? A woman. 
Who Joat Mark Antony the world ? A woman. 
Who was the cause of a long ten years* war. 
And laid at last old Troy in ashes? Woman, 
Destructive, damnable, deceitful woman I 
Woman to man first as a blessing given. 
When innocence and love were in their prime : 
Happy a while in Paradise they lay. 
But quickly woman long'd to go astray; 
Some foolish new adventure needs must prove. 
And the first devil she saw, she changed her love i 
To his temptations lewdly she inclined 
Her soul, and for an app4e damn*d mankind* 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 

ACASTO solus. 

Acas. Blessed be the morning that has brought 
me health ; 
A happy rest has soften'd pain away^ 
And ril forget it^ though my minas not well. 
A heavy melancholy clogs my hearty 
I droop and sigh J know not why. Dark dreams^ 
Siek fancy's children^ have been over-busy, 
And all the night play*d farces in my brams ; 
Methought I heara the midnight raven cry, 
Wak*d with th' imagined noise, my curtains seem*d 
To start, and at my feet my sons appeared 
Like ghosts, alt pale and stiff: I strove to speak, 
But o^nild not : suddenly the forms were Icwt; 
And seem'd to vanish in a bloody cloud ; 
Twas odd, and for the present shook my thoaghti> 
But was th* effect of my dirtemperM blood ; 
And when the health's disturbed, the mind's unruly* 

Enter Polydore. 

Good morning, Polydore. 

Pol. Heaven keep your lordship; * 

Acas. Have you yet seen Castalio to<<lay ? 

Pol. My lord, 'tis early day ; he's hardly riien. 

Acas. Go, call hiib up, aiid meet mje in the 
obapel. [£.nV Polydorb. 

I cannot think all has gone well to-night ; 
For as I waking lay (and sure my sense 
Was then my own) methought I heard my son 
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Castalio^s voice ; but it aeeni*d low and moumful^ 
Under my window too I thought I heard it ; 
My untoward fancy could not be deceived 
In every thing ; and I will search the truth out. 

Enter Monimia and her Maid. 

Already up, Monimia ! ^ou rose 
Thus early sure to outshine the day ! 
Or was there any thing that crossed your rest? 
They were naughty thoughts that would not let yovL 

sleep. 

J^fon. Whatever are my thoughts, my lord^ I've 
learnt 
By your example to correct their ills, 
And mora, and evening, give up the account* 

j4cas. Your pardon, sweet one, I upbraid you not ; 
Or, if I would, you are so good I could not. 
Though Fm deceived, or you*re more fair to-day ; 
For beauty's heightened in your cheeks^ and all 
Your charms seem up, and ready in your eyes. 

JUan. The little share I have 's so very mean. 
That it may easily admit addition ; 
Though you, my lord, should most of all beware 
To give it too much jmuse, and make me proud. 

Acas. Proud of aff^ old man's praises ! ^f o, Mo- 
nimia ! 
But if my prayers can work thee any good, . 
Thou shalt not want the largest share of tiiem : 
Heard you no noise to-night ? 

Mon. Noise ! my good lord I 

Acas. Ay I about midnight, 

Man. Indeed, my lord, I do nt remember any. 

Acas. You must sure ! went you early to your rest ? 

Man. About the wonted hour. Why this inquiry? 

lAside. 
Acas. And went your maid to bed too ? 

Mon. My lord, I guess so ; 

Tve seldom known her disobey my orders. 

VOL. II. N 
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Aca$. Sure goblins then ofi fiiiries haunt die 
dwelling ; 
ril have inquiry made through all the house. 
But rU find out the causb of thiese disorders. 
Good day to thee^ Monimia — Y\\ to chapel. 

\Ejnt AcAiro. 

Mon. V\\ but dispatch some orders to my womiOy 
And wait upon your lordship there. 
I fear the priest has pla/d us false : if so. 
My poor Castalio loses all for me ; 
I wonder though he made such haste to leave me: 
Was*t not uttkmd, Florella ! surely 'twas ! 
He scarce aflforded one kind parting word. 
But went away so cold : the kiss he gave me 
Seem*d the forced compliment of satra love. 
Would I had never married I 

Maid. Why ? 

M(m. M^tbinb 

The scene's quite altered ; I am not the same ; 
IVe bound up for myself a weight 6i cares. 
And how the burden will be borne none knoirS' 
A husband may be jealous, rigid, fUse ; 
And should Castalio e'er prove so to me ; 
So tender is my heart, so nice my love^ 
*Twould ruin and distract my rest for ever. 

Maid. Madam, he's commg. 

Mon. Where, FloieUa? wfcae? 

Is he returning ? to my chamber lead : 
ril meet him there : the mysteries of our love 
Should be kept private as religious rites> 
From the unhallow'd view of common eyes. 

[Ejoit MoNiMU md^^' 

Enter Castauo. 
Ca$. Wish'd morning's come ! and now upon tb« 

And distant mountains, where they feed tbcir flotf i 
The happy shepherds leave their homely httts, 
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And with; ^lell^ pipes pfoolaim the new-bortt da^» 
The lusty aiit^m comes with bis well fiird scrip 
Of healthful iriands^ whichj, whM hanger calls^ 
With much* eoQtettt and aMctite he eats^ 
To follow in the fields his aaily toii^ 
And drMs the gratefol glebe, that yields him 
The hearts^ that imder the warm hedges stepfe. 
And weathered enA the cold bleak night, are up, 
And, looking towards the neighboring pastures, raise 
Their voice, and bid their feUow^mites good-mor« 

POW| 

The cheerful Urdfir too, on the tops of trees. 
Assemble all in chom^ and with their notes 
Salute and welcome up the rising sun. 
There's no condition sure so cursed as mine ; 
I'm married ! *Sdeath ! Fm Sped. How Kke a dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a ciistaff chain'd ? 
Monimia ! oh Monimia. 



MoKiMiA and Maid^ 

Mon* "^ I come, 

I fly to my ador'd Castalio's arms. 
My wishes, l6rd: M^ eveiy mom b^n 
Like this ; and with our dkyi olir lores renew. 

Now I may hope y^m are satisfied ' ■ ■■■ 

[Looking ianguiskinghf on him. 

Cos. I am 

Well satisfied, hat thou art -^oh " ■» 

Mon. What? speak t 

Art th^u not welli Gastalio ? Come, lean 
Upon my breast, and tell me where*s thy pain. 

Cos. 'Tis here 1 'tis in my head ; 'tis in my heart. 
Tie every where ; it rages uke a madness ; 
And I most wonder how my reason holds % 
Nay, wdnder not, Monimia : the slave 
You thought you had secur'd within my breast. 
Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain, 

n2 
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And now he walks there like a lord at large. 

Man. Am I not then your wife^ your lov'd Mo- 
nimia ? 
I once was so, or Fve most strangely .dream't 
What ails my love ? 

Cos. Whatever thy dreams have beeoi 

Thy waking thoughts ne*er meant Castalio welL 
No more, Monimia, of your 8ex*s arts. 
They're useless all : I*m not that pliant tool, 
That.necessaiT utensil you'd make me, 
I know my charter better — I am man. 
Obstinate man ; and will not be enslav*d« 

Man. You shall not fear t : Indeed my nature's 
easy, 
I'll ever live your most obedient wife. 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond your will ; for that shall be my law ; 
Indeed I will not. 

Cos. Nay, you shall not, madam; 

By yon bright Heaven, you shall not ; all the day 
I'll play the tyrant, and at night forsake thee ; 
Till by afflictions and continued cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely household drudge : 
Nay, . if I've any too, thou shalt be made 
Subservient to all my looser pleasures. 
For thou hast wrong'd Castalio. 

Mon. No more: . 

Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence, 
I'll never quit you else ; but on these knees, 
Thus follow you all day, 'till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning creature. • 
Castalio » 

Cas. Away; last night, lastoigb^ 

Man. It was our wedding-night* 

Cos. No more, foiget »*• 

Mpn. Why ? do you then repent ? 

Cas. I do« 
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Man. Oh Heaven ! 

And will you leave me thus ? help^ help^ Florella* 
[tit drags her to the door, and breaks 
frmn her. 
Help me to hold this yet lov*d cruel man. 
Oh, my heart breaks— —Fm dying, Ob-— ^-stand 

off} 
FII not indulse this woman's weakness ; still 
Chafd, and mmented, let my heart swell on. 
Till with its injuries it burst, and shake 
With the dire blow this prison to the earth* 

Maid. What sad mistake has been tfie cause of 
this ? 

Man. Castalio : Oh, how often has he swore. 
Nature should change, the sun and stars grow dark, 
£re he would falsify his vows to me. 
Make haste, confusion, then : sun, iose thy light,' 
And, stars, drop dead with sorrow to the earth ; 
For my Castalio's false. 

Maid. Unhappy day. 

Men. False as the wind, the water, or the weather; 
Cruel as tigers o*er their trembling prey. 
I ^eel him in mv breast, he tears my heart, 
And at each sigh he drinks the gushing blood ; 
Must I be long in pain ? 

Enter Chamont. 

Cham. In tears, Monimial 

Man. Whoe'er thou art. 
Leave me alone to my belov'd despair. 

Cham. Lifl up thy eyes, and see who comes to 
cheer thee. 
Tell me the story of thy wrongs, and then 
See if my soul has rest 'till thou hast justice. 

Man. My brother ! 

Cham. Yes, Monimia, if thou think'st 

That I deserve the name, I am tby broker. 
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4f^^« Qh Castalio I 

|f Mqe m^ j^hfit mme i^g^in t my ^I'e on fire 
Till I know all : there's meaning in ihs^t name. 
I know h0 is thy husbaad ; (bmfq^ tkwt me 
:With alL^ following tnitb» > i . 

Mon. Indeed, Chamont, 

There'rnotbingin it hut the fmkofmtfm i 
Tm often th>i» mz'd suddenly with gri^f, 

I know not itifby. 

Cham* . YcAi we me ill, Monimia: 

Aod I might think with i9«ti^e most aererely 
Of this un&ithful dealing with your brother. 

3fim; Truly I'm not to blame : saf^oge Tm M 
And gnwe fi>r what as ;i»qch m^y pleaae tnotber. 
Should I upb^kid the dearest frieod ofi eai:tb 
For <he firrt iault? you would not do so: wooH 

you? 

Cham. Not if I*d cause to think it was a fnauL 

Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful deal' 

i*«? 
I ne'er coujceal'd my soul from you before : 

Bear with me now, and senrcb niy wounds nor- 
ther, 
For every probing pains me to the heart. 

Cham. *Tis sign there's danger and must be pre* 
vented. 
Where'a your ii^w husband ? still that thought ^ 

turbs you. 
What, only ^yoswer me with tears? Caataliot 
Nay, now they iitream^ 
Cruel unkind Castalio I Is't i»ot so ? 

Mon. I cannot speaks grief flo-ws so fast upon 0^ 
It chokes and will not l^t me tell the qau8i9« 

Cham. Oh, my Monimia, to my soul thou'rt detf) 
As honour to my name ; dear as the light. 
To eyes but jus^ Testw'd, w4 b^al'd ot Uinin^ 
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Why wilt thou not repose within my breast 
The anguish that torments thee r 
Mon. Oh I I dare not 

Cham. I have no friend but thee : we must con- 
fide 
In one another : two unhappy orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when I see Aee griere, 
Metfainks it is a part of me that suffers. 
M(m. Oh shouldst Ibou know the cause of my 
lamenting, 
Fm satisfied, Chamont, that thou woaMTst scom me; 
Thou wouMst despise the abject lost Monimia, 
No more wouldst praise this hated beau^ ; but 
When in some cell distracted, as I shall be^ 
Thou seest me lie ; these unregarded locks 
Matted like furies* tresses ; my poor limbs 
Chained to the ground, and 'stead of the delights 
Which happy lovers taste, my keeper*8 stripes, 
A bed of straw, and a coarse wooden dish 
Of wretched sustenance ; when thus thou seest noe, 
Pr'ythee^ have charity and pity for me. 
Let me enjoy this thought. 

Cham. Why wilt thou rack 

My soul so long, Monimia ? ease me quickly ; 
Or thou wilt run me into madness first. 
Moiu Could you be secret ? 
Cham. Secret as the gravei 

MoH^ But when Tve told you, will 3^u keep your 
fury 
Within its bounds ? Will vou not do some rash 
And horrid mischief? for indeed, Chamont, 
You wookl not think how hardly Tve been us*d 
From a near friend : from one that has my soul 
A slave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 
Cham. I will be calm ; but has Castalto wrong'd 
thee? 
Has he already wasted all his love ? 
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What has he done ? quickly ; for Fm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid tale. 
. Moni Oh! could you think it! 

Cham. • What ? 

Mon. I fear he'll kill me. 

Cham. Hah! 

Mon. Indeed I do ; he's strangely cruel to me^ 
Which if it la^ts^ Fm sure must break my heart 
. Cham* What has he done ? 

Mon. Most barbarously us'd me: 

Nothing so kind as he, when in my arms ; 
In tl)Qu$and kisses, tender sighs and joys. 
Not to be thought again, the night was wasted ; 
At dawn of. day he rose, and left his conquest. 
But when we met, and I with open atms 
Ran to embrace the lord of all my wishes. 
Oh then ! 

Cham* Go on ! 

Mon. He threw me from his breast, 

Like a detested sin. 

Cham. How? 

Mon. As I hung too 

Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the cause, 
He dragg*d me like a slave upon the earth, 
And had no pity on my cries. 

Cham. How! did he 

Dash thee disdainfully ^way with scorn! 

Mon. He did; and more I fear, will ne'er k 
friends. 
Though I still love him with unbated passion. 

Cham. What, throw thee from him ! 

Mon. Yes, indeed he ditl* 

Cham. So may this arm 
Throw him to th' earth, like a dead dog despis'd ; 
Lameness and leprosy, blindness and lunacv> 
Poverty, shame, pride, and the name of villain 
Light on me, if, Castalio, I forgive thee. 



J 
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Man. Nay, now, Chamont, art thoa unkind as 

he 18 : 
Didst thou not promise me thou wouldst be cdm ? 
Keep my disgrace concealed? why shouldst thou 

kUlhim? 
By all my love, this arm should do him vengeance. 
Alas, I love him still, ' and though I ne*er 
Clasp him again within these longing aims. 
Yet bless him, bless him, Gods ! wheree*er he goes. 

Enter Acasto. 

Acits. Sure some ill fieite is towards me { in my 
house 
I only meet with oddness and disorder ; 
£ach vassal has a wild distracted face'; 
And looks as full of business as a blockhead 
In times of danger : Just this very moment 
I met Castalio 

Cham. Then you met a villain! 

Acas. Hah I 

Cham. Yes, a villain. 

Acas. Have a care, young soldier, 

How.thou*rt too busy with Acasto*s fiime ; 
I have a sword, my arm*s good old acquaintance. 
Villain to t h e e 

Cham. Curse on thy scandalous age, 

Which hinders me to rush upon thy throat. 
And tear the root up of that curs'd bramble ! 

Aeas. Ungrateful ruffian ! sure my good old friend 
Was ne*er thy father ; nothing of him*s in thee : 
What have I done in my unhaj^y age. 
To be thus U8*d ? I scorn to upbraid thee, boy. 
But I could put thee in remembrance—— 

Cham. Do. 

Acas. I scorn it 

Cham. No, TU calmly hear the story. 

For I woiild fain know all, to see which scale 
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W^^ iao0t--^Hah^ is not that good. old AcmIo? 
What have I done t Can you forgive this folly ? 
Acas. Why do0t:tbou ask it ? 
Cham* . 'Twaa the rude o^firfloiring 

Of too much passion ; pray> my lord^ foi^ve me. 

[Kntek. 
Acas. Mock me not> youth; I cait revenge t 

wrongs 
Cham* I knowr . it well ; but for this thoii|^t of 
mine, 
Pity a madman's &ensfy, and forget it. 
AoOs^ I will ; hut heacdforth^ pr^ythee be more 
kind. [Bmsei him. 

Whence came the cause ? 

Cham. Indeed IVe been to blame, 

But rU learn better ; for youVe been, my &ther : 
YouVe been her lather too— 

[Takes Mokimia by the hmii 

. Acas^ Forbear (he prologue 

And let me know the substance of thy tale. 

Cham. You took her up a Jittle tender flower, 
Just qprouted on a bank, which the next frost 
Had nipp*d ; and, with a careful loving hand, 
Transplanted her into your own fair garden. 
Where the sun always shines : There long she floQ- 

rish*d. 
Grew sweet to senset, and lovely to the ^e, 
Till at the last a cruel spoiler came, 
QrOpp*d this fair rose, ainl rifled all its sweetness, 
Then cast it like a loathsome weed away. 

Acas. Yott talk to me in parables ; Chanont, 
You may have known that I*m no w^y man; 
Fine speeches are the instruments, of knaves 
Or fopls, that use them, when they want good 

sense ; 
But honesty 
Needs no disguise nor ornament ; be plain. 
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Acas. IVe two, and both I hope have boMttTt 
Cham. I hope so too ■ btt t ^ — - 
Aau. Speak. 

I Qhanu I Hiuat inforai you^ 

Once more^ Castalio 

Aw. Still Cartalio? 

Cham. Yes, 

Your son Caatalio has wraqg*d Mionimia« 

Acas. Hah ! wroog'd her ? 

CA^m. Mamed her. 

^CM. Tm sorry foi\ 

CAtf m. Why apny ? 

By yon biqsa'd Heav^i there*s not a lord 
But might foe proud to take her to his heart 

AcM. rU not deny it. 

Cham^ You dare no<^ by the Gods, 

You dare not ; all your family OMnhinM 
In one daaan'd foUehood to out-^lo Castalio^ 
Dare not deny it. 

A(^. How has Castalio wrong*d her ? 

C'ham. Ask that of him: I say, my aister*s 
wronged : 
Monimia, my sister, bom as high 
And noble as Castalio » ■ ■ > - D o her justice. 
Or,; by the Godsi, TVL lay a scene of blood, 
Shall make thi» dwelling horrible to nature. 
rU do't ; bark you^ my lord, your son Castalio, 
Take hira to your closet, and there teach him mao- 

ners» 

Acas. You shall have justice. 

Cham. Nay— —I will have justice. 

Who'll sleep \Jk safety that has done me wrong ? 
My lord^ 1*11 not disturb you to repeat 
The cause of this ; I beg 3^ou (to preserve 
Your house's honour) adi; it of Castalio. 

j4i*itJf ¥ twill 

Cham. . Till then iwev»«U r [£4ra^. 



186 THfi ORPHAN ; OR/ [act iv. 

-^ciw. Farewell, proud boy. 

Monimift. 

Mon. My lord. 

Acas^ You are my daughter. 

Mon. I am, my lord, if you'll vouchsafe to cwm 
me. ' * 

Acas. When you'll complain to me, FU prove a 
father. [E^t, 

Mon. Now Vm undone for ever : who on earth 
Is there so wretched as Monimia ? 
First by Castalio crueNy forsaken ; 
IVe lost Acasto now : his parting frowns 
May well instruct me, rage is in bis heart ; 
I shall be n^t abandoned to my fortune. 
Thrust out a naked wand'rer to the world. 
And branded for the mischievous Monimia ; 
What will become of me ? my cruel brother 
Is framing mischiefs too, for ought Iknow, • 
That may produce bloodshed^, and horrid murder : 
I would not be the cause of one man's death. 
To reign the empress of the earth ; nay, more, 
I'd rather lose for ev6r my Castalio, 
My dear unkind Castalio. 

Enter Poltdore. ' 

Pol. ^ Monimia weeping ! 

So morning dews on new-blown roses lodge. 
By the sun's arborous heat to be exhal'd. 
I €ome, my love, to kiss all sorrow from thee. 
What mean these sighs ? and why thus beats thy 

heart? 

Mon. Let me alone to sorrow : 'tis a cause 
None e'er shall know ; but it sball with me die. 

Pol. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom these sighs. 
These tears, and all these languishings are paid? 
I am no stranger to your dearest secret ; 
I know your heart was never meant for me. 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price. 
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Man. My lord I . 

Poi. Nay^ wonder not ; last night I heard 

oaths, your vows, and to my torment saw 
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made : 
I did, Monimia, and I curs*d the sound. 
Wilt thou be sworn, my love ? wilt thou be ne*er 
Unkind again ? . 

. Mtm. Banish such fruitless hopes ! 

Have you sworn constancy to my undoing ? 
Will you be ne*er my friend again ? 

PoA What means my love ? 

Man. Away ; what meant my lord ? 
Last night ? 

PoU Is that a question now to be demanded \ 
I hope JVfonimia was not much displeas'd* 
.. .Men. Was it well done to treat me like a proati- 

tute, 
T* assault my lod^ng at the dead of night, 
And threaten me if I denied admittance—-^ 
You said you were Castalio— — 

Pol. By those eyes 

It was the same ; I spent my time much better 
I tell thee, ill-natur*a fair one, I was posted 
To more advantage on a pleasant hill 
Of springing joy and everlasting sweetness. 

Mon. Hah h ave a care 

Pol. Where is the danger near me ? 

M(M. I fear you*re on a rock will wreck your 
quiet. 
And drown your soul in wretchedness for ever ; 
A thousand horrid thoughts crowd on my me- 
mory. 
Will you be kind and answer me one question ? 
. Pol. I*d trust thee with my life on tliose soft 

breasts ; 
Breathe out the choicest secrets of my heart ; 
'Till I had nothing in it lef^ but love. 
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Mm. Nay, Vl\ conjure yon by the Crods, and 
AngeU, 
By the honour of your name, that's mo A eoncero'd. 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly. 
Where did you rest last night ? 

JPol. Within thy arms 

I triumphed : rest had been my foe. 

Mon. Tis don< 

Pol. She faints ! no help ! who waits 
Upon my vanity, that could not keep 
The secret of my happiness in silence. 
Confusion ! we shall be surprised anon. 
And consequently all must be betray'd, 
Monimia ! she breather— -—Monimia 




Man. Well — 

Let mischiefs multiply ! let every hour 
Of my loath'd life yield me increase of horror ! 
Oh let the sun to these unhappy eyes 
Ne'er shine again, but be eclips'd for ever ! 
May every thing I look on seem a prodigy. 
To fill my soul with terror, *till I quite 
Forget I ever had humanity. 
And grow a curser of the works of nature! 

PoL What means all this ? 

Man. Oh, Polydore, if all 

The friendship e-er you vow'd to good Castalio 
Be not a falsehood, if you ev6r lov'd 
Your brother, youVe undone yourself and me. 

Pol. Which way can ruin reach the man tbat*8 
rich. 
As I am, in possession of thy sweetness ? 

Man. Oh, Tm his wife. 

Pal. What says Monimia! hah! 

Speak that again. 

Man. I am Castalio's wife. 

Pal. His married, wedded wife ? 
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Men. Y«8terckBy*» iiia 

Saw it perfonn*4. 

Pol. And thMi have i eigejr*d 

My brother^a wife ? 

Man. A» suvely as we boA 

Muat taste of miseifj^ that guilt is thine. 
Po/i Must wie be miserable then ? 
Man. Oht 

PaL Oh ! thou mayBt yet be happy ? 
Man. boQldst thoa be 

Happy- with' soeh* a weight upoa thy soul ?• 

PoL It may be yet a seevet : III go try 
To reconeile atid brine Castalio to thee. 
Whilst fraoi the world I take myself away^ 
And waste my life in penance fer my sin. 
Men. 'Hien thou wouldst more undo me : heap a 
load 
Of added sins upon my wretched head : 
Wouldst thou again have me betray thy brother. 
And bring pollution to his^arms ? curs d thought! 
Oh when shall I be mad indeed ! 

PoL Nay then 

Let us embrace^ and from this very moment 
Vow an eternal misery together. 

Mom. And wilt thou be a very feithful wretch ? 
Never grow fond of cheerful peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me study to be unharay, 
And find out ways how to increase affliction ? 

Pol. We*ll institute new arts unknown before. 
To vary plagues, and make them look like neir 

ones. 
First, if the fruit of our detested joy, 
A child be bom, it shall be muraer' d 

Mon. No, 

Sure that may live. 
Pol. Why? 

Mon. To become a thing 
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More wretched than its parents, to be branded 
With all our infamy, and curie its birth. 

Pol. That's well oontrivM; then thus let's to- 
gether. 
Full of our guilt, distracted where to roam, 
Like the first wretched pair expelVd their Paradise. 
Let's find some place where adders nest in winter. 
Loathsome and venomous : where poisons hang 
Like giims against the walls ; where witches meet 
By nieht, and feed upon some pamper*d imp, 
Fat with the blood (» babes : there we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the height of desperation ; 
Desire shall languish like a witnering flower. 
And no distinction of the sex be thought of. 
Horrors shall fright me from those pleasing barmsi 
And I'll no more be caught with beauty's charms, 
Bui when I*m dying take me in thy arms. 

[Ejpeunt. 

ACT V. 

SCENE L 

Castalio lying on the Ground. 

SONG. 

I. 

Come, . alt ye youths, whose hearts e*er bkd 

By cruel beauty* s pride 
Bring each a garland on his head. 

Let none his sorrows hide. 
But hand in hand around me move. 
Singing the saddest tales of love ; 

And see, when your complaints yejoin^ 

If all your wrongs can equal mine. 
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The happiest mortal once wa$ J, 
My heart m sorrows knew ; 

Pity (h^ p^ift ^ith xokich I die. 
But ask not whence it grew. 

Y^t if a tempting fair youjind 

That's very lovely, very kind^ 
Though bright as Heaven^ whose st^mp she bears^ 
Think of my fate, and shun her snares. 

Cas. See where the Aeet trot after one another, 
Male, female, father, daiwhter, mother^ fon, 
JSrotber and sister oiinglea all together ; 
No disc(mtent they know, but in delightful 
Wildness and freedom, pleasant springs, fresh herb- 

Calm arbours, lusty health and innocence. 
Enjoy their portion ; if they see a man. 
How will they turn togeth^ all, and gaze 
Upon the mofister— ^ 
Once in a season too they taste of love : 
Only IJbe hei^t of Deason is its slave. 
And in that folly drudges all t^^ year. 

JEntfr AcASXQ. 

Acas. Castaliot Castalia! 
Cas. Who's there so wretched but to name Cas* 
talio? 
. Aiw* I bope my apessage may succeed. 

Cas. My father t 

"Tis joy to see you, though where sorrow's nou« 

rish'd. 
Acas. I'm come in beauty's cause ;; you'll guess 

thu r^t 
C^. A woman ! if you lore my peace of min4^ 
Name not a woman to me ; bpt tp think 
VOL. n. O 
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Of woman were enough to taint my bratns^ 
Till they ferment to madness I Oh ! my father. 

Acas. What ails my boy ? 

Cos. A woman is the thing 

I would forget, and blot from my remembrsnoe. 

Acas. Forget Monimia ! 

Cos. She to choose: Monimia! 

The very sound's ungrateful to my sense. 

Acas. This might seem strange I but you^ IV« 
founds will hide 
Your heart from me; you dare not trust joor 

father. 

Cas. No more Monimia. 

Acas. * Is she not yonr wife? 

Cas. So much the worse : who lores to hear o( 
wife? 
When you would give all worldly plagues a name 
Worse than they have already^ call them wife : 
But a new-married wife's a seeming mischief, 
Full of herself : why, what a deal of horror 
Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yiester 

dajr! 

Acas. Castalio, you must go along with me. 
And see Monimia. 

Cas. Sure^ my lord but mocks me : 

Go see Monimia ! Pray, my lord excuse me ; 
And leave the conduct of this part of life 
To my own choice. 

Acas0 I say, no more dispute. 

Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong o 

her. 

Cas. Who has complain'd ? 

Acas. Her brother, to my face, proclaim'd iff 
wronged ; 
And in such terms^ theyVe warm*d me. 

Cas. What terms? Her brother! Heaven ! whert 
learnt she that? 
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What, dees she send her hero with defiaqce ? 
He durst not^ sure, affront you ? - 

Acas. No, not mudu 

But 

Cos. Speak^ what said he ? 

Acas. Hut thott wert a villain : 

Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain. 

Cas. Shame on th* ill-manner*d brute : your age 
secur*d him ; 
He disrst not else have said so. 

Acas. By my s word^ 

I would not see thee wrong*d, and bear it vilely : ' 
Though I have past my word she shall have justice. 

Cas. Justice! to give her justice would 4indo 
her: 
Think you this soKtude I now had chosen. 
Left joys just opening to my sense, sought here 
A place to curse my fate in, measur*d out 
My grave at length, wishM to have grown one piect 
mth this cold clay, and all without a cause ? 

Enter Chamokt. 

Cham. Where is the hero famous and renownM 
For wron^ng innocence and breaking vows? 
Whose mighty spirit, and whose stubborn hearty 
No woman can appease, nor man provoke. 

Acas. I guess, Chamont, you come to seek Cas- 
talio. 

Cham. I come to seek the husband of Monimia. 

Cas. The slave is here. 

Cham. I thought, ere now, to have found you 
Atoning for the ills youVe done jChamont; 
Foe you have wronjg*d the dearest part of him. 
Monimia, young lord, weeps in this heart ; 
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn 
From her poor eyes, are drops of blood from hence* 

Cas. Then you're Chamont ? 

02 ^ 
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Cham. Y«6 ; afi4 I hope no MrMigtr 

To great Castalio. 

Obm. We heard of such a man^ 

That has been very busy with my honour : 
I own I*m much indebted to you^ sir ; 
And here return the villain back again 
Yo« t^nt me by my father. 

Chttm. Thus Til thank yoa. 

Acas* By this good sWord, who first presumes to 

violence [Draws and inteff>d$es. 

Makes me his fbe.-»»Yoiing man, it onee was thought 

[ToGAnAuo. 
I "was fit guardian of my house^s honour, 
And you might trust your share with m o F or 

you, [To Chamokt. 

Young soklier, I must tell you, you have wrong'd 

mis: 
I promise you to do Monimia right ; 
And thoi^$fat my word a pledge I would not forfeit : 
But you, I find, would fright us to performance. 
Cos. Sir, in ray younger ytei^s, with care you 
taught me, 
That breve revenge was due to injured hdnour; 
Oppose, not, th^n, the justice of my sword^ 
Lest you should make me jealous of your kyve. 
Cham. Into tliy father*s arms thou fly'st fi>r 
safety^ 
Because thou kno^*st the place is sanctified 
With the remembrance of an alncient friendship. 

Cos. I am a villain if I will not seek thee^ 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the wronn 
Done me by that ungrateful lair thou pJead'st fen 
Cham. She wrong'd thee! by the fiiiy in my 
heart. 
Thy father's honour's not above Monimia's ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth and virtue &irar« 
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49q$, Bpy, doa't disturb tU athet of th« d^d 
With thy capriciput |^U}«s : Umb remembmooe 
Of the lov*d ofeatiire that oQoe filTd tbeta tram 

Cham, (las not been wronged. 

Cm. It «hall not. 

Chatn. No, not iball 

Monimia, though a helpless orphaOi destitute 
Of friends «nd fortune, though th* unhappy sister 
Of poof Cbamwtj whose sword is all his poatioDy 
Be oppressed by thee, thou proud imperious traitor. 

Cos. Hah I l«t oqe fre^« 

Cham. Cc^oe both. 

Enter S^rina. 

Ser. Alaslalasl 

The cause of these disorders, my Chamoot ? 
Who is*t has wrongM thee ? 

CiU^ Now, where art thou fled 

For shelter ? 

Cb^m* Come from thine, and siie what saleguard 
Shall then betray my fears. 

Set. Cruel CastaliQ, 

Sheath up thy angr^ sword, and don*t aifiright me : 
Chamont, let once oerina calm thy breast ; . 
If any of my friends have done thee injuries, 
ril be reveng'd, and loye thee better fbr't 

Cos. Sir, if ypu*d have me think you did not 
take 
This opqportunity to shav your vanity. 
Let^s meet some other time, when, by ourselves. 
We fairly may dispute our wron^ toother. 

Cham. Till then, I am Castalio*s friend. 

Ca9p Senna, 

Farewell ; I wish much happiness attend you. 

Ser. Chamont*s the dearest thing I have on 
earth; 
Give me Chamont, and let the world forsake me. 
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Cham. Witness the gods how happy Fm in thee! 
No beauteous blossom of the fragrant springs 
Though the fair -child of nature, newly bom^ 
Can be so lovely. Angry, unkind Castalio, 
Suppose I should awhile lay by my passions^ 
And be a beggar in Monimia*s cause. 
Might I be heard ? 

Cos. : Sir, 'twas my last request 

You would (though you, I find, will not) be sa- 

tisfied : 
So, in a word, Monimia is my scorn ; 
She basely sent you here to try my fears ; 
That was your business. 
No artful prostitute, in falsehoods practis*d, 
To make advantage of her coxcomb's follies. 
Could have done more ^Disquiet vex her for't. 

Cham. Farewell. 

[Exeunt Chamont ait</ Sbrina. 

CcLS. Farewell — My father, you seem troubled. 

Acas. Would I*d been absent when this boisterous 
brave 
Came to disturb thee thus : Fm griev'd I hinderM 
Thy just resentment— —But Monimia—-*— 

Cas. Damn her. 

Acas. Don't curse her. « 

Cas. Did I ? 

Acas. Yes. 

Cas. I'm sorry for't 

Acas. Methinks, as if I guess the fault's but 
small. 
It might be pardon'd.^ 

Cas. No. 

Acas. What has she dime } 

Cas. That she's my wife, may Heaven and you 
forgive me. 

Acas. Be reconcil'd then. 

Cas. No. 
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Aau^ 60 see her. 

Cm. No* 

Aca$. ril send and bring her hither. 

Cm. No* 

AcM. For my nke^ 

CaataUo^ and the quiet of my age. 

Cff. Why will you uige a thing my nature 
•tarts at? 

AcM. Pr^ythee^ forgive her. 

Cm. L^tnings first shall blast me. 

I tell you> were she prostrate at my feet^ 
Full of her sex's best dissembled sorrows^ 
And all that wondrous beauty of her own^ 
My heart might break, but it should never soften. - 

Enter Florslla. 

Flo. My kMrd> where are you ? Oh, Castalio! 

AcM. Hark. 

Cm. What's that? 

Fh. Oh, shew me quickly, where*s Castalio ! 

Cm. Why, what's the business ? 

Fh. Oh, the poor Monimia I 

Cm. Hah! 

AcM. What's the matter ? 

Flo. Hurried by despair. 

She flies ^th fiiry over all the house. 
Through eveiy room of each apartment, crying, 
Where's my Castalio ? give me my Castalio. 
Except she sees you, sure she'll grow distracted. 

Cm. Hah ! will she? does she name Castalio? 
And with such tenderness ? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely mourner. Oh, my father ! 

AcM. Then wilt thou go ? Blessings attend thy 
purpose. y 

Cm. I cannot hear Monimia's soul's in sadness. 
And be a man ; my heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell che world you saw this of me. 
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^cd^* Delay not^ then, but haste and cheer thy 

love. . 
Cos. Oh, I ^\\\ thto# ttif itai]pdtient bluift aboot 
• her. 
In her .s6ft bosom sigh my; soul to peace, 
Till through the pfantihg breast Ai€ fitidft th« Way 
Tb ^outd my heart, ahd mak^ it #hat she will 
Monimia ! Oh ! [Exeunt AcastO (tend Castalio. 

EnHr MmriMiA. 

Mon. StaAd <^, and give me room ! 

I will not rdst ik\[ t haW fbutfd Castalio^ 
My wishes'itH-d, *ottie1y *8 rising ^Ay,' 
Amidst ten thousand emin^tly khowi^. 
Flowers spring up whereW he treads ; his eyes, 
Fountains of brightness, cheering all about him! 
When win they shin^ on me ?■ ■ ■ Oh^ stay, my 

soul! 
I cannot die in peace till I have seen him. 

Castalio re^^nten. 

Cos. Who talks of dying with a voice so sweet, 
That life's in love with it ? 

. Mon. Hark ! *tis he that answers ; 
tSo in a camp, though at the dead of night, 
If but the trumpet's cheerful noise is fa^rd, 
All at the signal leap from downy rest. 
And every heart aipvakes as mkie does now. 
Where art thou ? 

Cas. Here, my love. 

Mon, No nearer, lest I vanish. 

Cos. Have I been in a dream, then, dl ^ 
while ! 
And art thou but the shadow of Moniliia ! 
Why dost thou fly me thus ? 

Mon. Oh! were it possible that we eooU 
drown 
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ft 

In dark oMiVioh but a few past hours^ 
We might be happy. 

Ca^* l8*t then ao hard^ Monimia, to ferghre 
A faulty where hamble love^ like mine, implores 

thee? 
tbr* Imuat lote thee, though it prove my mm. 
Which way shall I court thee ? 
What shall I do to be enough thy slave. 
And satisfy the lovely pride tiiat^s in thee } 
rn kneel to Ihee, and weep a flood before thee : 
Yet pr*ytbee, tyrant, break not quite my heart ; 
But when my task of penitence is done. 
Heal it a^in, and comfort me with love. 

Man. If I am dumb, Castalio, and want wordf^ 
To pay thee back this migh^ tenderness ; 
It is because I look on thee vrith horror. 
And cannot see the man 1 so have wronged. 
Cos. Thou hast not wrongM me. 
Man. Ah t das, thou talk*st 

Just as thy poor heart thinks ; have not I vntmg^d 

meer 
Cos. No. 

Moat. Still thou wandei^st in tf)e dark, CastaKo ; 
But wnlt, ere long, stumble on horrid danger. 
Cw. What means nay love ? 
Man. Couldst thou but forgive me ! 

Cas. What? 
Mtm. For my fault last night; alas! thou canst 

not. 
Cm. I can, and do. 

Afon. Thus crawKng on the earth 

Would I tiliat pardon meet ; the only thing 
Can make me view the hce of Heaven with hope* 
Cos. Then let^s draw near. 
Mon. Ah, me ! 

Cas. So in the fields^ 

When the destroyer has been out for prey, 
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The scattered lovers of the feather*d kind. 
Seeking, when danger's past, to meet again^ . . 
Make n¥)aa^ and call, hy such d^rees approach ; 
Till joining thus, they bill, and spread their wings, 
Muritiuring love and joy, their fears are oven 

Man. Yet have a care; be not too fimd of 
peace; 
Lest, in pursua,nce of the goodly quarry. 
Thou meet a disappointment that distracts thee* 

Cos. My better angel, then do thou, inform me, 
What danger threatens me, and where it lies : 
Why didst thou (pr'ythee, smile and tell me why) 
When I stopd waiting underneath the window. 
Quaking with fierce and violent desires ; 
The dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 
Darkness enclos*d, and the winds whistled round 

me} 
Which, with m^ mournful sighs, made such sad 

music 
Ab might have movM the hardest heart ; why wert 

thou 
Deaf to my cries, and senseless of my pains ? 

Jkhn. Did I not beg thee to forbear inquiry ? 
Read*st thou not something in my face, that speaks 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me ? 

Cm. Then there is something yet which Fve not 
known ; 
TVhat dost thou mean by horror, and forbearance 
Of more inquiry ? Tell me, I b^ thee, tell me ; 
And don't betray me to a second madness. 

Mm. MuBt I) 

Cos. If, labouring in the pangs of death, 

Thou wouldst do anything to give me ease^ 
Unfold this riddle, ere my thoughts grow wild. 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

MfiHy My heart won't let me speak it ; but re* 
meniber,. . 
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Monimia, poor Monimia^ tells you this^ 
We ne*er mutt meet agai n 

Cos. What meanfi my destinyjl 

For all my good or evil fate dwells in; thee : 
Ne*er meet again ? 
Mon. .No, never. 

Cos. Where's the powV 

On earth, that dares not look like thee, and 

say. so ? 
Thou art my heart's inheritance : I served 
A long and painful slav^ for thee ; 
And who shall rob me of the dear-bought blessing ? 
Afon* Time will clear all, but now let this content 
you : 
Heaven has decreed, and tlierefore Fve resolv*d 
(With torment I must tell it thee, Castalio) 
Ever to be a stranger .to thy love ; 
In some far distant country waste my life ; 
And, from this day, to see thy face no more. 
Cos. Where am I ? jure I wander midst enchant* 
ment. 
And never more shall find the way to rest ; 
But oh, Monimk ^ art thou indeed resolved 
To punish me with everlasting absence ? 
Why turn'st thou from me ? Fm alone already : • 
Methinks I stand upon a naked beach. 
Sighing to winds, and to the seas complaining. 
Whilst afar off the vessel sails away, 
Where all the treasure of my souFs embark'd : 
Wilt thou not turn? — Oh, could those eyes but 

speak, 
I should know all, for love is prc^^nt in them ; 
They swell, they press their beams upon me still : 
Wilt thou not speak? If we must part for ever, 
Give me but one kind word to think upon, 
And please myself withal, whilst my heart's breaks 

Man. Ah, poor Castalio I ^Esit Mokimu. 



904 TH£ OHI^HAN; OR, [actv. 

Cos. Pity, by the Godi, 

She pities me ; then 4heu wi)t go eteraally r 
What means all this? why all this stir to plague 
A single 'wretch ? If but yeur word oan sluke 
This world to atoms, why so much a^o 
With me ? think me but dead, and lay me sa. 

■ 

Pol. To live, and live a torment to myself^ 
What dog would bear^t, that knew bat his eonditioo? 
We have little knowledge, and that rai|kes us eow< 

ards. 
Because it cannot tell us what's to oome. 

Cos. Who's there ? 

Pol. Why, what art thou? 

Cas. My brother Polydoft! 

Pol. My name is Polydore. 

Cas. Canst thou inform me-* 

Pol. Of what? 

Cas. Of my Monimia ? 

Pol. No. Good-day. 

Cas. In ^^ 

Methinks my Polydore appears in sadness. 

Pol. Indeed ; and so to me does my CastsKo. 

Cas. Do I? 

Pol. Thou dost. 

Cas. Alas! IVe wondrous lasiw 5 

Tm strangely alterM, brother, since I saw thee. 

Pol. Why? 

Cas. Oh, to tell tfaee would but put thy h^^ 
To pain ; let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy peek ; I would repose 
Within thy friendly bosom all my follies. 
For thou wilt pardon them, because thffjr're miitf' 

Pol. Be not too credulous \ consider, firsts ^ 
Priends may be false. Is there no fHeadship &•*' 

Cos. Why dost thou ask me that ? docs this 
app^r 
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Lik^ ti Mde fn/eBcldiip^ whedi^ with open arms 
Atid ^treamiilg eye§^ I raa upoa thy breMt ? 
Oh, 'tis in thee alone I must nave comfort* 

Pol. I fear> Castalio, I haye ttone to give thee. 

Cm. Doat thou aot love me then ? 

Pol. Oh, mora than life : 

I never had « thought of my Castalio 
Might Wrong the friendship we had vow'd together. 
Hast thou dealt so by me ? 

Cos. I hope I have. 

PoL Then tell me why this moMning^ this dis^ 
order? 

Cm. Oh) P<Jydore^ I know not how to tell thee; 
Shame rises in my iace, and intemipU 
The story of my tongue. 

Pol. I grieve, my friend 

Knows «Ry thing which he*s asham*d to tell me; 
Or didirt iU e'er conceal thy thooghto from My- 

dore r 

Cos. Ohf much too (A ; but let me here oo^jure 
thee. 
By aU the kind aftction of a brother^ 
(For I'm asham'd to call myself thy friend) 
Forgive me. 

PoL Well, go on. 

Cos. Our destiny contrived 

To plague us both with one unhappy love! 
Thou, like a friend, a constant generous friend. 
In its first pi^gs didst trust me with thy passion. 
Whilst I atill smooth*d my ^in with smiles befost 

thee, 
And made a contract I ne*er meant to keep. 

Pol. How! 

Cos. Still new ways I studied to abuse the|^^ 

And kept thee as a stranger to my passion. 
Till yesterday I. wedded with Mommia. 

Pol. Ah, my Castalio, was that well done ? 
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Cos. No ; to coMeal it from thee was a hxAt 

Pol A fault ! when thou hast heard the tale FD 
tell. 
What wilt thou call it then ? 

Cos. How my heart throbs! 

Pol. First, for thy friendship, traitor, 
I canceFt thus ; after this day. Til ne'er 
Hold trust, or converse, with the false Castalio! 
This, witness Heaven. 

C<is. . What will my fate do with me! 

I've lost all happiness, and know not why: 
What means diis, brother ? 

Pol. Perjur'd, treacherous wretch, 

Farewell. 

Cas. I'll be thy slave, and thou shalt use me 
Just as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 

Pol. Never, 

Cas. O ! think a little what thy heart is doing; 
How, from our infancy, we, hand in hand. 
Have trod the path of life in love together ; 
One bed has held us, and the same desires. 
The same aversions, still employ'd our thoughts: 
Whene'er had I a friend, that was not Polydore*8 ? 
Or Polydore a foe, that was not mine ? 
Ev'n in the womb we embraced, and «wilt thou novf; 
For the first fault, abandon and forsake me ? 
Leave me, amidst afflictions, to myself, 
PlungM in the gulf of grief, and none Uy hdp me f 

Pol. Go to Monimia ; jn her arms thou'lt find 
Repose ; she has the art of healing sorrows. 

Vas. What arts ? 

Pol. Blind wretch ! thou husband ! there's a 
question ; 
Go to her frilsome bed, and wallow there. 
Till some hot ruffian, full of lust and wine. 
Come storm thee out, and shew thee what's thy 

bargain. 
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Caif* Hold there, I charge tfiee. 

PoL I« she not a ■ 

Cm. Whore > 

FoL Ay, whore ; I think that word needs no 
explaining. 

Cos. Alas ! 1 can forgive ev*n this to thee ; 
But let me tell thee, Polydore, Tm griev'd 
To §nd thee girilty of such low revenge. 
To wixmg that virtue which th<ni couldst not 

ruin. 

PoL It seems I lie, then. 

Cos. Should the bravest man 

That €i*er wore conquering sword, but dare to 

whisper 
What thou proclaim'st, he were the worst of liars : 
My friend may be mistaken. 

Pol. Damn the evasion ; 

Thou mean*st the worst, and he*s a base-born vil- 
lain 
That said I lied. 

Cas. Do, draw thy sword, and thrust it through 
my heart. 
There is no joy in life if thou art lost. 
A base-born villain I 

Pol. Yes ; thou never earnest 

From old Acasto*s loins ; the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother ; and, instead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle, by me, 
Plac'd some coarse peasant's cub, and thou art he. • 

Cas. Th{m art my brother, still. 

Pol. Thou liset. 

Cos. Nay then : 

iHe dr(m9^ 

Yet, I am calm. 
Pol. A coward's always so. 

Cm. Ah-^ ah— —that stings home : coward I 

Pe/. Ay^ base-bom coward 1 villain ! 
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Cos. This to thy heart tlien, though my mother 
bore thee. 
[J*f^A/.— -PoLYDOEE drops his sward^ mid 
runs on Ca^auo^b. 
PoU Now my Castalio is again my friend. 
Cos. What have I done I my sword k in thy 

breaat. 
Pol. So I would have it be^ thou best of aien> 
Thou kindest brother^ and thou truest friend* 
Cas. Ye Gods^ we're taught^ that all your worb 
are justice: 
You*re painted mercifril^ and friends to innooenoe : 
If so, then why the^e plagues upon my he^d ? 
Pol. Blame not the Heavens ; here lies thy fate, 
Castalio ; 
They're not the Gods, 'tis Polydpre has wroi^d 

diee ; 
I*ve atain'd thy bed, thy spotless marriage joys 
Have been polluted by thy brother's lust. 
Cos. By thee ? 

PoL By me : last night the horrid deed 

Was done^ when all things alept hut rage and 

incest. 
Cos. Now, where's Monimia ? Ofa I 

Enter Mqnimia, 

Mon. Fm here ; who calls me ? Methou^ I 
heard a voice 
Sweet as the shepherd's pipe upon the mountains, 
When all his little flock's at feed beifore him. 
But what means this ? here's blood. 

Cos. Ay, brother's blood ! 

Art thou prepar'd for everlasting pains ? 

Pol. O let me charge thee, by th' eternal justice, 
Hurt not her tender life I 

Cm. Not killJber ? Rack me, 

Ye Powers above, with all your choicest tonoe^s, 
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Horror of mind^ and pains yet uninvented^ 

If I not practise cruelty upon her^ 

And treat revenge some way yet never known. 

Mon. That task myself have fini^h'd, I shall die 
Before we part ; I've drank a healing draught 
For all' my cares^ and never more shall wrong thee. 

Pol. Oh^ she is innocent 

Cas. Tell me that story^ - 

And thou wilt make a wretch of me. indeed. 

Pol. Hadst thou, Castalio, us*d me like a friend. 
This Qe*er had happen^ ; hadst thoU let me known 
Thy marriage, we nadall now met in joy: 
But, ignorant of that, 

Hearing the appointment made, enraged to think 
Thou hadst out-*done'me in successful love, 
I, in the dark. Went and supply*d thy place ; 
Whilst all the night, *midst our triumphant jojrs. 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceived Monimia, 
Embraced, caress*d, and call'd me her Castalio. 

Cas. And all this is the work of my own fortune : 
None but myself could e*er have been so curst. 
My fatal love, alas ! has ruin'd thee, 
Thou fairest, goodliest frame the gods e*er made. 
Or ever human, eyes and hearts ador*d ! 
I've murdcr'd, too, my brother. 
Why wouldst thou study ways to damn me further. 
And force the sin of parricide upon me ? 

Pol. 'Twas my own fault, and thou art innocent. 
Forgive the barbarous trespass of my tongue ; 
Twas a hard violence ; I could have died 
With love of thee, ev'n when I us'd thee worst ; 
Nay, at each word that my distraction utter'd. 
My heart recoird, and 'twas half death to speak 

them. 

Man. Now, my Castalio, the most dear of men. 
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bosom. 
And close the eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 

VOL. n. P . 
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Cos. Oh, Tin th' unhappy wretehj wh^se icwsed 

fete 
Has weighM thee down into destractton with 

hitti; 
Why then thus kind to toe ? 
* Man. When Vta laid low in the grave> and quite 

forgotten, ' 

May V thou be happy in a feirer bride ; 
But nonte cah e^r love thee like Monimia^ 
When I am d^ad, ai ptesently I shall be, 
(Fo*^ tfie grim lyriant gwisps my heart already) 
Speak well of me ; tad if thou find ill tongues 
Top busy with my fame, don't hear me wr^dg^d ; 
Twill "be a nobk justice to the memory 
Of a ijfoot Wreteh onitie honmir*d with thy love* 
How my head swims t 'Tis very dark ! Good-night. 

G\a^. If I survive thfeel— what a thought was 
that! 
Thahk Heav<5d> I go prepared against that curse. 

Enter Chamont, disdrmtd, end ^zed by AcAsnro 

and Servants. 

Cham. Grape, Hell, and swallow me to quick 
damnation^ 
If ! foi^ve yout house, if I not live 
An everlasting plague to thee, Acasto, 
And all thy raee. Ye bavfe overpower'd me now, 
But hear me. Heaven!— Ah I here's the sc^ie of 

death; 
My sister, my MohiMia ! breathless ! now. 
Ye Pow'^rs abftv^, if ye hav6 justice, strike, 
Strike boks through me, and through the curs'd 

Castalio. 
Atas* My Polydore. 
Pol. Wlio calls ? 

Aee^s. How cam'st thou wounded ? 
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Cos. Stand off, thou hotrfamin'd, boittetous^ 
tuisy ritfBah, ... 

And leave me to my sorrowfti 

CkmtL Bf thft love 

I bore her living, I will ne*er forsake her. 
But heie remain till my heart burst vvith sobbing. 

Cos* Vanish^ I charge thee, or 

[^Dramsa daggdf. 

Cham. Thou canst not kill mei 

TJiat wbuld hb kindness, and against thy nature. 

Acas* What means Castalio ? Stire thou wilt not 
pull 
More sorrows on thy aged father^i bead.. 
Tell me, I be^ you, tell me the sad cause 
Of all diis rum* 

Pol. That must be my task ; 

But 'tia Ac» ieng lor one in pain to teU; 
YouUl, in my doset, fiud the story irritten 
Of all our woes« CastalJo*s innocent. 
And «o'«: Monimia; only Tm to blame : 
ine no farther. 

Cat. Thou, unkind Chamonty 

Unjustly hast pursued me with tixy haise. 
And sought the life of him thatit never tnx>ngM thee ; 
Now^ iftbou wiltembmcea»oUe vengeanee. 
Come joia uAih me, and cnrae. 
^ Chaffi. What? 

Cas. First thyself^ 

As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth; 
Confustoii and disorder seize the world. 
To spoil all trust and converse amongst men ; 
Twixt families engender endless feuds. 
In countries needless fears, in cities factions. 
In states rebellion, and in churches schism : 
Till all things move against the course of nature ; 
Till form's dissolved, the chain of causes broken. 
And the originals of being lost. 

P 2 
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Acas. Have patiencel ' 

Cos. Patience ! preach it to the winds, 

To roarine seas^ or raging fires ; the knaves 
That teacn it laugh at ye, when ve believe diem. 
Strip me of all the common needs of life. 
Scald me with l^rosy, let friends forsake me, 
ril bear it all ; but, curs*d to the degree 
That I am now, 'tis this must give me patience : 
Thus I find rest, and shall complain no more. 

[Stabs Ajfflffi/ 

Pol. Castalio! Oh! 

Cos. I come. 

Chamont, to thee my birth-right I bequeath : 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs ; 

[AcASToyaiW^ into the arms of a Servant 
For I perceive they &1I with weight upon him. 
And, tor Monimia's sake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 
Now all I beg is, lay me in one grave. 
Thus, with my love. Farewell, I now am— no- 
thing. [Dtei' 

Cham* Take care of good Acasto, whilst I go 
To search the means by which the iates bavs 

plagu*d us. 
Tis thus that Heaven its empire does maintain; 
It may afilict, but man must not complain. 

\Extufit ommi 
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VOU*VE seen one Orphan ruined here, and I 
May be the next^ if old Acasto die: 
Should it prove 90 j Fdjain amongst you find 
Who 'tis would to the fatherless be kind. 
To whose protection might I safely gof 
Is there amongst you no good-nature f No. 
What should I do f shotdd I the godly seeky 
And go a conventicling twice a week f 
Quit the lewd stage, and its profane pollution. 
Affect each form and saint-like institution. 
So draw the brethren all to contribution f 
Or shall 1 (as I guess the foet may 
Within these three days) Jairly run axvay f 
No, to same city lodgings 1 *ll retire. 
Seem very grave^ and privacy desire : 
Till I am thought some heiress rich in lands. 
Fled to escape a cruel guardian's hands ; 
Which may produce a story worth the telling 
Of the next sparks that go a fortune-stealing. 
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9 



.' 



* TO THE 



I ) 



LORD VISCOUNT FALKLAND. 



ttsa^BaBBaeser 



MY LORD, ' ' 

When first it entered into my thoughts ta 
make this present to your • Lordship, I received 
not only encouragement, but plei^sure'; since, upon 
due examination of myself, I found it WHS not a 
bare presumption, but my duty to the remembrance 
of many extraordinary favours which I have received 
at your hands. 

For heretofoi^e having had the honour to be near 
you, and bred under the same discipline with you, 
I cannot but own, that, in a great measure, I owe 
the small share of letters I have to your Lordship. 
For your Lordship*s example taught me to be 
ashamed of idleness ; and I first grew in love with 
books, and learned to value them, by the wonderful 
progress which, even in your tender years, you 
made in them; so that learning and improvement 
grew daily more and more lovely in my eyes, as 
they shone in you. 

Your Lordship has an extraordinary reason to be 
a patron of poetry, for your great father loved it» 
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DEDICATION. 



May your Lordship's fame and employments grow 
as great or greater than his w^ ; and may your 
virtues find a poet to record' them, equals if possible, 
to that great genius [Mr. Waller] which sungcrf 
him. 

l^Ty slender hulnble tfl^fai must not hope for it; 
for you add a judgment which I must always 
submit to^ to a general goodness which I never, to 
its worthy can value : and who can praise that well 
which he knows not how to comprehend ? 

Already the eyes and expectations of men of the 
best judgment are fixed upon you : for^ wheresoever 
you come> you have their attention t?hen piewitA, 
Uid their praise when you are gone : and I am lure 
(if I obtain but your Lordship's pardon) I sbaD 
have the congratulation of all my friends^ for having 
ta](en this opportunity to express myself^ 

Your Lordship's 

Most humble servantt 

THO. OTWAY. 
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PROLOGUE. 






IN ages past (tvben wiU those times renew f). 
fVhen empiresijhurish^dy so did poets toOk - 
When great. Augustus the world's empire held, 
Horace and (hM's happy verse excel fd. 
Ovid^s soft geniuSr and his tender arts 
Of movit^^ nature melted hardest hearts^ 
ft did tV imperial beauty y Julia, move 
To list et^ to the language of his love. 
Her father honoured him : and on her breast, . 
With ravish'.d sense in ker embraces presto 
He lay transported^ fanciful and blest^ 
Horace^ s lofty genius boldlier reared 
His manly head, and through all nature steered ; ^ 
Her richest pleasures in his verse refin'd. 
And wrought them to the relish of the mind. 
He lashed, with a true poet^ s fearless rage. 
The vildanies and follies of the age* 
Therefore, Mecanas, that great faxi' rite, raised 
Him high, and by him he was highly praised. 
Our Shakspeare wrote, too, in an age as blest. 
The happiest poet of his time, and best ; 
A gracious princess favour cheered his muse, 
A constant favour he ne^er feared to lose. 
Therefore he wrote with fancy unconfirid. 
And thoughts that were immortal as his mind. 
And from the crop of his luxuriant pen. 

E'er since succeeding pbets humbly glean. 
Though much the most unworthy of the throng. 

Our this day's poet fears he's done him wrong. 
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Like greedy beggars that steal sheaoes away, 
YinjCUJind hc*s rifted him of half a play. 
Amidst his baser dross you'll see it shine 
Most beautiful J amazing, and disoine. 
To such low shtftSj of Idtey are poets wom^ 
Whilst we both wifs and Ccesar's absence mourn. 
Oh ! when will he and poetry return f 
When shall we there again behold him sit^ 
^Midst shining idses and a courtly pity 
The lord of hearts, and president of mt f 
When that blest ^day (quick may it come) appears^ 
His cares once bamsKdj and his naiunCs fears j 
The joyful Muses on their hills shall sing 
Triumphant songs of Britairis happy king. 
Plenty and peace shall flourish in our isle. 
And all things like the English beauty ^smik. 
Youy critics, shall forget your natural spite^ 
And poets tdth unbounded fancy write : 
Een this days poet shall be altered quite. 
His thoughts more loftily and freehf flow ; 
And he himself y whilst you his verse alhw^ 
As much transported as h^s humbled now. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



MEN. 



Caius Marius. 

Sylla. 

Marius^ Junior. 

Graniusu 

Metellus. 

Quintus Pompeius. 

Cinna. 

Sulpitius. 

Ancharius^ a Senator. 

Priest 

Apothecary. 

Son to Q. Pompeius. 

Guards, Lictors^ Ruffians, S^c. 



WOMEN. 



Lavinia. 
Nurse« 
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HISTORY AND FALL 



OP 



CAIUS MARIUS. 



ACTL 



SCENE 1. 



Within.'] Liberty! Liberty! Marius and Sulpitius! 
Liberty J Liberty! Liberty I Sgc. 

Enter Metellus, Antonius^ Cinna, and Senators. 

MeteL When will the tutelar Gods of Rome 
awake 
To fix the order of our wayward state. 
That we may once more know each other ; know 
The extent of laws, jM^rogativesi, and dues ; 
The bounds of rules and mf^istracy ; who 
Ought first to govern, and who must obey ? 
It was not thus when godlike iSctpio held 
The «cale of power ; be who with temperate poise 
Knew how to guide the people*^ liberty 
In its iiill bounds, nor did the nobles wnmg, 
For he himself was one 

Cin. He was indeed 
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A noble born ; and still in Rome there are 

Most worthy patrons of her ancient* honour. 

Such as are fit to fill the seat of power. 

And awe this riotous unruly rabble. 

That bear down all authority before them. 

Were we not sold to ruin. 

Metel. Cinna, there 

Hiou'st hit my mark : we are to ruin sold ; 

In all things sold ; voices are sold in Rome : 

And yet we boast of liberty. Just Gods ! 

That guardians of an empire should be chosen 
By tlie lewd noise of a licentious rout ! 
The sturdiest drinker makes the ablest statesman* 
Ant. Would it not anger any true bom Roman, 
To see the giddy multitude together, 
Never consulting whQ *tis best deserves. 
But who feasts highest to obtain their sufiirage? 
As *tis not many years since two great men 
In Rome stood equal candidates together. 
For high command : In every house was riot 
To-day the drunken rabble reel'd to one ; 
To-morrow they were mad again for f other ; 
Changing their voices with their entertainment : 
And none could guess on whom the choice would 

settle ; 
"Till at the last a stratagem was thought of. 
A mighty vessel of Falernian wine 
Was brought into the Forum crown'd with wreaths 
Of ivy, sacred to the jolly god. 
The monster-people roar'd aloud for joy : 
When straight the candidate himself appears 
In pomp to grace the present he had made tbemr 
The fools all gap'd. Then when awhile he had 
With a smooth tale tickled their asses' ears. 
He at both ends tapp'd his butt, and got the consul- 
ship. 
Cin. This curse we owe to Marius's pride, 
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That made him first most basely bribe the people 
For consul in the war against Jugurtha : - 
Where he went out, Metellus, your lieutenant. 
And how the kindness was retumM, all know« • 
I never lov'd his rough untoward nature, 
And wonder such a weed got growth in Rome. 

Metel. • What says my Cinna ? 

Cin. That I like not Marius, 

Nor love hi m 

Meteh There Rome's better genius spoke* 

Let us consult, and weigh this subject well. #» 

O Romans, here's the thorn that galls us all. 
Our harassed state is Crippled with the weight ^ 
Of his ambition : we're not safe in Marius; 
Do I not know his rise, his low beginning. 
From what a wretched despicable root 
His greatness grew ? Gods ! that a peasant's brat, 
Born in the outmost cottages of Arpos, 
And fosteFd in a comer, should by bribes, 
By covetousness, and all the hateful means 
Of working pride, advance his little fate 
So high, to vaunt it o*er the lords of Rome I 

Anto* Ambition, raging like a daemon in him, 
Distorts him to all ugly forms, she has need to use : 
In his first start of fortune, O how vile 
Were his endeavours and submissions then I 
MTien suing to be chosen first edilis. 
He was by general vote repulsed, yet bore it ; 
And in the same day shamefully returned, 
T*obtain the second ofiice of that name. 
Equal was his success, deny'd in both : 
Yet could he condescend at last to ask 
The pr^torship, and but with bribes got that. 
Yet tnis is he that has disturbed the world, 
Rome's idol, and the darling of her wishes. 

Metel. I must confess it burdens much my age. 
To see the man I hate thus ride my country : 

VOL. II. Q 
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¥9X9 Rovi4nsj I bn^e mighty cause to hate ))im. 
I was the first (and I aq[i w^l,r<ewarded) 
Tha|; leat my hand to raise his feeble state* 
When first I mad^ bim tribune by my voicei 
I thought there might be soipething in his nature 
That promised well. His parents ^?rp most b^Q^ 
And serv'd my father justly \n their tr(|i|C» 
Then as his fortunes grew, when I was consutj 
And went against Jugurtha into Afiick) 
J took him with m^ one of my lieutenants. 
Twas there his pide first shew'd itself in actions, 
Oppresfi'd my friend^^ ^nd robbM m^ of my hoooor. 

CHrif The sipry*s fitmous* Base ingratitude, 
Dissimulation^ cruelty, and pride, 
111 manners, ignorance, and all th^ ills 
Of one base born, in Marius are jain*d» 

M^t^l* £'en Age can*t heal th^ rage of his am- 
hition. 
Six times th^ consuFs ofiice has he boirne : 
How well, our present discords best declare. 
Yet now again, when time has worn him low, 
Consumed with age, and by disuses pressed. 
He courts th^ people to be once more chosen, 
To lead the war against king Mithridates. 

Ant. For this each di^ he rises with the sud^ 
And in the field of Mars appears in. arms. 
Excelling all our youth in warlike exercise ; 
He rides and tilts, and when the prize he has won^ 
He brings it back with triumph into Rome, 
And there presents it to the sordid rabble ; 
Who shout to Heaven, and cry, Liet Marius live. 

Met el. He shall not have it, by the Gods be shall 
not. 
There is a Roman, noble, just and valiantf 
Sylla's his nanie, sprung from the ancient stodc 
Of the Cornelii, bred from bis youth in wars 
Fliish'd with success, and of a spirit bold» 
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And^ more thaa all^ hates. Marius, still has crossed 
His pnde^ and clouded e^en his brightest triumphs : 
He's consul now. Then let us all resolve. 
And fix oa him, to check this havocker. 
That .widi his kennel of the rabble hunts 
Our siemte tniao holes, and frights our laws* 

Cin. Agreed for Sylla. 

AIL; AilfbrSylkc. 

Metel. Nay, 

This monster M arius, who has us'd me thus, 
£*en now would wed his family with mine, > 

And asks my daughter for his hated offspring. 
But, for nay wrongs, Lavinia shall he SyHa*s> 
My eldest bom ;^ and the best of all 
My fortune I will confirm on him, to crush the 

pride 
Of this base-bom, hot-brain*d, plebeian tjnrant. 

Ant. Now Rome's last stake of liberty is set. 
And must be push'd for to the teeth of fortune. 

Cm. Then Cains Marius shall not have the con- 
sulship. 

Metel. No, I would rather be Sulpitius* slave, 
T%at furious headlong libertine Sulpitius, 
That mad wild bull whom Marius lets loose 
On each oocasion when .he*d make Rome feel him,. 
To toae our laws and liberties in di* air. 

Ant. That lawless tribune then must be reduced, 
Unhinged from off the power that holds him up. 
His band of full six hundred Roman knights, 
All in their youth, and pamper'd high with riot, 
Which he bis guard agaiiist the senate calls ; 
Tall wild young men, and fit for ^orious mischiefs. 

Metel. Fear nothing; let but Sylla once have 
power. 
And then see how like day he*ll break upon them ; 
And scatter all those goblins of the night. 
Confusion's night ; where in the dark disorders . ♦ 

a 2 
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Of a divided state, men know not where 
Or how to walk^ for fear they lose their way. 
And stumble upon ruin. Mark the race 
Of Sylla*8 'life ; observe but what has past. 
How still he has borne a face against this Marias, 
And kept an equal stretch with him for glory. 

Cin. He has in the capitol an image set 
Of gold, in honour of his own achievement ; 
Wherein*s described how the Numidian king 
Gave up Jugurtha prisoner to Sytk, 
And all in spite of Marius. Oh now. 
If you are truly Roman nobles, wake. 
Resume your rights, and keep your Sylla oansuh 
Courage, nobili^, and innate honour. 
Justice unbiassed, the true Roman spirit. 
Presence of mind, and resolute performance 
Meet all in Sylla. 

MeteL Let's all agree for Sylla. 

All. AU for Sylla. 

Enter Caius Marius, Marius Jurdar^ and 

Granius. 

Cains Mar. There Rome's daemons go. 
witi^hes in ill weather, in this storm 
And tempest of the state they meet in comers. 
And urge destruction higher : for this end 
They Ve rais*d their imp, their dear familiar Sylla, 
To cross my way and stop my tide of glory. 
If I am Cams Marius, if I^m he 
That brought Jugurtha chained in triumph hither; 
If I am he that led Rome's armies out. 
Spent all my years in toil and cruel war, 
Chiird my warm youth in cold and winter-camps, 
'Till I brought settled peace and plenty home, 
Made her the court and envy of the world ; 
Why does she use me thus ? 
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Mar.jun. Because she's rul*d 

By lazy drones that feed on others' labours^ 
And £itten with the fruits they never toifd for ; 
Old gouty senators of crude minds and brains^ 
That always are fermenting mischief up^ 
And style their private malice publick safety- 



Gra. One discontented villam leads a state 
To madness. There's that bell-wether of mutiny 
And danim'd sedition, Cinna, of a life 
And manners sordid ; one whose gain's his god ; 
And to that cursed end he'd sacrifice 
His country's honour, liberfy, or peace : 
Nay, had be any, even his very uods» 

Uaius Mar. He has taken Rome e'en in the 
nicest minute. 
And easily debauch'd her to his ends. 
When she was over-cloy'd with happiness. 
Wantonly full, and longing after change. 
For Sylla too, a boy, a woman's play-thing. 
She has rdinquish'd me, and flouts my age. 
Constant ill fortune wait upon her for't. 
And wreck her fete as low as first I found it. 
When it lay trembling like a hunted prey. 
And hungry ruin had it in the wind ; 
When barbarous nations, of a race unknown. 
From undiscover'd Northern regions came, 
To lay her waste, and sweep her from the earth ; 
Till I, I Marius rose, the soul of all 
The hope she had left, and with unwearied toil. 
Dangers each hour, and never-sleeping-care, 
(A burden for a God) oppos'd myself 
'Twixt her and desolation, gorg'd the maw 
Of death with slaughter'd numbers of her foes, 
Restor'd her peace, and made her name renown'd. 

Mar.jun. The glory of that war must be re 
member'd. 
When Rome, like her old mother Troy, shall He 
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In ashe s > ■ FiiU thfec hundred thousand ta^ 
All sons of fortune bora and bned in fields. 
Whose trade was war^ and camps their halufaitioD, 
Hung like a swarm of mischiefs on the hills 
Of Italy, and threatened fate to Enrape. 

Gra. They came intrifaes^ as if to takepoM> 
sion. 
Add seem'd a people whom the band of firte 
Had scourg'd by nmine from a barren land; 
Of visage loul and ngly, {Hiich*d and diapp'd 
By bitter frosts and winter-^nd»; yet fierce 
As hungry lions of the desert. 
Their wives witli loads of children at tbdir back*) 
Bold manly hags, whom shame bad long fonook) 
And vagrant living had innr'd to ill> 
Followed in troops like furies. 

Mar. Jun. And all was done too when that dok 
. Metellus 
Shrunk iike a worm^ and Sylli^ scarce .was heard d 

Caius Mar. That cursed Metdlua still has bees 
my plague^ 
And ever dcme me most deliberate wrong ; 
Because^ like a tame hawk, I scom'd to fly 
Just at his quarters, and attaid his Iure« 
Because I grew too great for him in wars. 
And served bis. coontry w^, he hates me. Twice 
Have I already ofier'd him alliance. 
And ask'd Laviniat, Marius, for thy bed^ 
B^gg^^ catch me when again I court him* 
Why sigh*st thou^ boy ? still at th' unlucky name 
Of that Lavinia, I have ohserv*d thee thus 
With thy looks fix'd, as if tl^ fate had sen*d thee. 

Mar. jun. Why did yoa name Lavinia 2 wooU 
dbe had ne'er 
Been bom, or that Metellus had not got hen 

Caius Mar. Forget her, Mariua ; she's a dain^ 
bit. 



scsKB I.] CAIUS MARIUB. Ml 

A delicate, for none b«t Sylla's ta«te^ 
Theiav'rite Sylla, the idol thafs set up 
To blast thy hopes and cload thy father's gloriei. 
Consider ttutt, my JMarius, and forget her. 

Mar. Jun. Forget her? Oh ! she has beauty 
might ensnai^ 
A conqueror's soul^ and make him leave his crowiifc 
At random, to be scuffled for by slaves. 
Forget her? OhI teach me, great parent, teaeh m^ 
Read me each day a lecture of the wrongs 
Done you by that inglorious patrician. 
Till my heart know no longinn but revenge^ 
And quite foi^t Lavinia e'er dwelt there. 
Methinks 'twould not be hard, e*en midst the senate^ 
To strike this through him in bis consul's chairj 
Tumble him thence, md mount it in his stead. 

Caius Mar. Ob ! name not him and oonsullbi^ 
together. 
Sylla and consul ? set them iar apart 
As East from West, for as tb^ now are met, 
It bodes confusion, Rome, to thee and thine. 

Gra. I'd rather see Rome but one funeral ptle^ 
And all her pecyple quitting her like bees, 
Driven by sulphur from their hives ; 
Much rather see her senators in chains 
Dragged through the streets to death, and slavey 

nirae lords. 
Than see that vain presumptuous upstart's pride 
Succeed to lead the armies you have bred. . 

Caius Mar. Tis such a wrong as even tortuveik 
thought, 
That we, who have been her champion fiirty 

fears, 
her battles with renown'd success. 
And never lost her yet a man in vain, 
Should, now her nobiest fortune is at stake. 
And Mithridates' sword is drawn, be thrown 
Aside, like some dd broken battei'd shield i 



aaa THE HISTORV AND FALL OF'[acti. 

To see my laurels wither as I i*u8t : 

And all this manag'd by the cursed crafty 

Petulant erivy, and malignant spite 

Of that old barking senate's dog, Metellus. ^ 

Strike me, i just Gods, with thunder to the eartb, 

Lay my grey hairs low in the cave of deaths 

Bather than live in mem*ry of sudi shame; 

Gra. Perish Metellus firsts and all his race, 
. . Caiw Mar. There spoke the soul of Marias. By 

th^.head 
Of Jove, 

I hate him worse than famine or diseases. 
Perish his family^ let inveterate hate 
Commence between our houses from this moment; 
And meeting never let them bloodless part. 
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius straight be ready 
fo meet me with his guards upon the Forunt 
By all the Gods, I'll chase this daemon out. 
That rages thus in Rome ; or let her blood 
To that degree, till she grow tame enough 
To tremble at the rod of my revenge. 
Why didst not thou applaud me for the thought ? 
Take me in thy arms, and cherish my old heart? 
It had been a lucky omen. Art thou dumb ? 
Mar. jun. As dumb as solemn sorrow ou^t to 

be. 
Could my griefs speak, the tale would have no end. 
Must I resolve to hate Metellus* race, 
' Yet know Lavinia took her being thence ? 
Lavinia ! Oh ! there's music in the name. 
That softening me to infant tenderness, 
Makes my heart spring like the first leaps. of life* 
Caius Mar. Then thou art lost : If thou art nia» 

and Roman; 
If thou hast virtue in thee, or canst prize 
Thy father's honour, scorn her like a slave. 
Hell ! love her ? damn her : there's Metellus in her* 
In every line of her bewitching jace. 
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ThereV a resemUance tells whose brood she came 

of; 
Td rather see thee in a brothel trapp*d^ 
And basely wedded to a ruffian's wbore^ 
Than thou shduldst think to taint my generous 

blood 
With the base puddle of that o*er*fed gownman* 
Lavinia ? ^ 

Mar.jun. ^ Yes^ Lavinia : is she not 
As harmless as the turtle of the woods ? 
Fair as the summer^^beauty of the fields ? 
As fining flowers untainted yet with winds. 
The pride pf nature, and the joy of sense ? 
Why first did you bewitch me else to weakness ? 
When from the sacrifice we came tc^ether. 
And as by her*s our chariot drove along. 
These were your words : that, Manus, that is she ' . 
That must give happiness to thee and Rome, 
Confirming in thy arms my wish*d-fi>r.peaoe . 
With old Metellus, and break Sylla*s heart. 
Caius Mar. Then she was charming. 
Mar. Jun. Oh ! I found her so. 

I look'd and gazM, and never miss*d my heart. 
It fled so pleasingly away. But now 
My soul is all Lavinia^s, now she's flx'd 
Firm ia my heart by secret vows made there« 
Th* indelible record of faithful love. 
You'd have me hate her I Can my nature change ?. 

Create me o'er again and I may be 

That hanghty master of myself you'd have me : 
But as I am, the slave of strong desires. 
That ke^ me stru^ling under ; though I see 
The hopeless state of my unhappy love ; 
With torment^ like a stubborn slave that lies 
Chain'd to the floor, stretch'd helpless on his 

back, . . 

I look to liberty^ and break niy heart. 
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Give the ftntastick giddy boy a rattle ; 

The puling fondling should not want a play-thing. 

A xxinaulship ? 

SuL By all the Goda, he*U shake it 
He has drawn a force from Capua here to Borne, 
As if he 4neant destruction or success : 
The i^hble too are drunk with him already.—— 

Caius Mar. Alarum all our citizens to arms 
That are my friends. Draw you your guards to- 
gether, . 
And take possession of the Forum* Thou> 
Inglorious boy, behold my face no more. 
Till thou*st done something worthy of my name. 

Mar. Jun. First perish Rome;, and all I hold 
most dear. 
Rather than let me feel my father^s ha te ■ ■ ■■ 

Caius Mar. Why, that's well said 

SuL My troops are all togetber, 

All ready on the Forum ; but the Heavens 
Play tricks with us. Our ensigns, as they stood 
Displayed before our troops, took fire untouched, 
And burnt to tinder. 

Three ravens brought their young ones in the streets, 
Devouring them before the people's eyes, . 
Then bore the garbage back into their nests. 
A noise of trumpets rattling in the air 
Was heard, and dreadful cries of djring men. 

Caius Mar. It was the Roman genius that thus 
. . warns 

Me, her old friend, not to let slip my fate. 
Ambition ! oh, ambition ! if Tve done 
For thee things great and well — shall fortune dow 
Forsake me ? 

Hark thee^ Sulpitius, if it coipe to blows. 
Let not a hair of that Metellus 'scape thee, 
Who*d strip my age of its most dear-bought honourB* 
Else why have I thus bustled in the WPfld, 
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Through various and uncertain fortune hurFd^ ^ 
But to be greats unequall*d^ and alone ? 
Which only he can be who still spurs on. 
As swift at last as when he first begun. [Ej^eunt. 



ACT II. 
SCENE I. 

Enter Metellus and Nurse. 

Metel. I cannot rest to-night : ill-boding thoughts 
Have chas*d soft sleep from my unsettled brains. 
This seems Lavinia*s chamber, and she up. 
Rest too to-night has been a stranger here. 
Lavinia ! my daughter, hoa ? where art thou ? 

Nurse. Now by my maidenhead (at twelve years 
old I had one) 
.Come, what, lamb? what, lady- bird ? Gods forbid. 
Where's this girl Lavinia ? 

Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurse. Your father^ child. 

Lav. I'm here. Your lordship's pleasure. 

Met el. Why up at this unlucky time of night. 
When nought but loathsome vermin are abroad. 
Or witches gathering pois'nous herbs for spells 
By the pale light of the cold waning moon ? 

Lav. Alas ! I could not sleep : in a sad dream, 
Methought, I saw one standing by my bed. 
To warn me I should have a care of sleep. 
For 'twould be baneftil 

Metel. Dreams give children fears. 

Lav. At which I rose from my uneasy pillows 
And to my closet went, to pray the Gods 
To avert the unlucky omen. 
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MeteL ^Twas well done. 

Nurse^ give us leave a while : I must impart 
Somediing Id nxf Lanaia. Yet > atay^ 
And hear it too. Thou know'st Lavi&ia*s age* 

Nurse. Faith, I know her age to an hour. 

MeteL She*s bare sixteen. 

Nurse. I'll lay sixteen of my teeth of it ; and yet 
no disparagement, I have but six, she's not sixteen. 
How long is*t now since Marius triumphM last? 

MeteL No matter, woman ; what is that to 
thee? 

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year, 

since Marius entered Rome in triumph, His now 

even thirteen years. Young Marius then too ym 

but a boy. My Lais and she were both of an age. 

Well, Lais is in happiness, she was too good for me. 

But as I was saying, a month hence she'll be six- 

teen. *Tis, since Marius triumph'd, now fall tbirteea 

yearsj^ and then she was weaned. Sure I shall never 

forget it of all days— rUpon that day (for I bd 

tlien laid wormwood to my breast, sitting in the 

sun under the dove-house wall) my lady and you 

were at the show. Nay, I do bear a brain ! Bat, 

as I said before, when it did taste the wormwood on 

my nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! to see it 

techy and fall out with th^ nipple. Shout, quoth 

the people in the streets. Twas no need, X trow, 

to bid me trudge* And since that time it is thirteen 

years ; and then she could stand alone> nay, she 

could run and waddle all about : for just the day 

before she broke her forehead^ and then my husbaad 

(peace be with him, he was a merry ^nan) took up 

the baggage. Ay, quoth he, dost thou fall upon tby 

face ? thou wilt fall backwurd when thou hast more 

wit; wilt thou not, Vinny? and by my feckins, 

the pretty chit left crying, and said. Ay. — ^I wa^ 

rant an I shquld live a thousand years^ I should 
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not foiget ife: Wilt thou mt^ Vimy, <tt0th \m I and 
pretty rool, it stopped, m^ m4^ Ay. 
Metel., £90ugh of tibU i $top tby ivip^ftiiient 

Nurse. Yes, |ny . lord : yet I cv^wt o1h>09^ bvit 
laugh, to think it 9hpul4 letofe cryiog, and fay. 

Ay Aud yet in ^iiess it had il bunip on its 

brow as big 9S a eoefcririi atAiie^ a parlous knock, 
and it cried bitt^ly« Ay, qw>th my hosbsiodt fali'st 
.upon thy face } tho^ wilt nill backward wbea tho« 
com*st to age, wilt thou not, Vinny? Lqpk yoa 
now, it stinted, and said. Ay — ■ ■■ ■ ■ 

Meteh Intolerable trifling .gossip, peace. 

Nurse* Weil ; thou wast the prettiest bahe that 
e'er I nursed* Might I but live to see thee married 
once, t should be happy. It stinted, and said, Ay*»* 

Metelt What think you then c^ marriage, my 
Lavinia ? it was the sulgect that I came to tr^t of. 

Lao. It is a thing I have not dreamt of yet. 

Nurse. Thing? Uie thing oi marriage f were I 
not thy nurse, 1 would swear thou hadst suok*d thy 
wisdom from thy teat. The thing ? 

Metel. Think of it now then, for I come to make 
Proposals may be worthy of your wishes. 
They are for Sylla, th^ young, the gay, the liand* 

Bome, 
Noble in birth and mind, the valiant Sylla. 

Nurse. A man, yom^ lady, lady, such a man 
as all the world-— why, he*9 a man of wax. 

Metel. Consideri child, my hopes are all in thee. 
And now old age gains ground so fast upon me^ 
'Mongst all its sad infirmities, my fears 
For thee are not the smallest. 
Therefore IVe made alliance with this Sylla, 
A high-bom lord, and of the noblest hopes 
That Rome can boas^ to give thee to his arms ; 
So iu the winter of my age to find 
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iRest Ctbta all 'wdrldly car^^ and kind rejoicing 
In the warm sunshine of thy happiness. 
' !£bt;; If happiness be seated in content^ 
Or that my being bless'd can make yoti so^ 
Let me implore it on my knees. I am 
Your only child; and stilly through ^U the conne 
Of my past life have been obedient too : 
And as youVe ever been a loving parent^ 
And bred me up with watchful tenderest care|. 
Which never cost me hitherto a tear ; 
Natne not that Syllaany more^ indeed 
I cannot love him. 

Metel. Why ? 

L(W. Indeed I cannot. 

Metel. Oh early disobedience ! by the Gods, 
Debauched already to her sex^s folly, 
Perverseness, and untoward headstrong will ! 

Lav. Think me not so ; I gladly shall submit 
To any thing ; nay^ must submit to all ; 
Yet think a little, or you sell my peace. 
The rites of marriage are of mighty moment: 
And should you violate a thing so sacred 
Into a lawful rape, and load my soul 
With hateful bonds, which never can grow easy, 
How miserable am I like to be ? 

Metel. Has then some other taken up your heart, 
And banish'd duty as an exile thence ? 
What sensual lewd companion of the night 
Have you been holding conversation with, 
From open windows at a midnight hour, 
When ypur loose wishes would not let you sleep ? 

Lav. If I should love, is that a iault in one 
So young as I ? I cannot guess the cause, 
But when you first nam*d Sylla for my love, 
My heart shrunk back as if you'd done it wrong; 
If I did love, I'd tell you — if I durst. 
Oh Mairius ! 
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Met el Hah! 

La*o. Twas Marius^ crir^ I nam*d. 

That enemy to y6u and all your house* 
Twas an unlucky omen that he first 
Demanded me in marriage for his son. 
Yet, sir, believe m.e, I as soon could wed 
That Marius, whom IVe cause to hate, as Sylla« 

MeteL No more ; by all the gods^ 'twill make me 
mad. 
That daily, nightly, hourly, every way 
My care has l^n to make thy fortune high ; 
And having now provided thee a lord 
Of noblest parentage^ of fair demesnes^ 
Karly in fame, youthful, and well allied. 
In every thing as thought could wish a man, 
To have at last a wretched puling fool, 
A whining suckling, ignorant of her good. 
To answer ^ I'll not weid, I cannot love.' 
If thou art mine, resolve upon compliance. 
Or. think no more to rest beneath my roofs. 
Go, try thy risk in fortune's barren field. 
Graze where thou wilt; but think no more of me. 
Till thy obedience welcome thy return. 

Lav. Will you then quite cast off your poor La- 
vinia, - 
And turn me like a vagrant out of doors, 
To wander up and down the streets of Rome, 
And beg my bread with sorrow ? Can I bear 
The proud and hard revilings of a slave. 
Fat with his master's plenty, when I ask 
A little pity for my pinching wants ? 
Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy night, 
To seek a shelter under dropping eves, 
A porch my bed, a threshold for my pillow, 
ShivVing and starv'd for want of warmth and food^ 
Sweird with my sighs, and almost chok'd with tears. 
Must I at the uncharitable gates 
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Of proud great men implore relief in vun ? 
Must ly your poor Lavifiia,^ bear all this^ 
Because 1 am not mistress qf my heart. , 
Or cannot love according to your liking ? 

Met eh Art thou not mistress of thy heart then) 

Lav. ' , No; 

Tis.gisreii away. 
-. Metei To whom ? 

Lav. I dare not tell* 

But ril endeavour strangely to forget him^ 
If yotfll forget but Sylla. 

Metel. Thou dost welL 

Conceal his name, if thou'dst preserve his life : 
For if there be .a death in Ilpme that mi^t 
Be bought} it shoi^ld not miss him. From this hour 
Curs'd be thy purposes^ most curs*d thy love. 
And, if thou marnest, in thy wedding night 
May all the curses of an injured parent 
Fall thick, 9flkd blast the blessings of thy bed. 

Lav. Whait have you done ? alas ! sir^ as yoo 
spoke, 
Methought the fury of y^ur words took place. 
And struck my heart, like lightning, dead within me. 
Gctae too ? fjBinV Metbuu«. 

Is there no pity sitting in the clouds 
That sees into, the bottom of my grief? 
Alas ! that ever Heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so.scft a subject as myself! 
What say'st thou?, hast thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurse, in this extremity. 

Nurse. Marry : and there^s but need on*t : ods 
my life, this dad of ours was an arrant wag in bis 
young days for all this. Well, and what then? 
Marius is a man, and so is Sylla. . Oh ! but Manus*s 
lip I and then Sylla's nose and forehead! but 
men Marius's eye again^ how 'twill spftrkk, and 
twinkle, and roU, and sleer ? But to see SyH& ^ 
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horsebadcl but to see Mwina. walk ordanoe! sucb. 
a leg, such a fop^ sooh a shafie^snohainotioa* Abali 
-*-Well, Mawil is the man^ most be ^tiate man/ and* 
shall be. thenaan. 

. Za^p: Hi!!% by, his fitther's nature rough and fierce 
And knows not yet the follies of my love : 
And when he does, perhaps mayscbrn and hate me. 

Nursei Yes,, yes,, he's a rade> unmannerly^ HI- 
bred fellow. He's not the flower of courtesy ; but 
ril wttrnmtbim'asf^tle as a lamb4 €rO(thy wi^s, 
child, serve God. What? a &ther's an <^d man, and' 
old men tbc^ say will take care; But a young man | 
girl J. ah.! a young, man! there's a great deal in a 
young man, and thou shalt have a young man. 
What ! I have been thy nurse these sixteen years/ 
and I should know what's good for thee surely. Oh ! 
ay— 4) young .man ! 

Lav. Now pr'ythee^ leave- me to myself a while. . 

[i5j?i> Nur«e#^ 
Tis hardly yet within twa. hours of day. 

Sad nights seem lon g I'll down into the garden* 

The queen of night 

Shines fair withi all her. virgin stars about her. 

Not one amongst them all- a friend to me : 

Yet by their light awhile I'll guide my steps : 

And think' what course my "Wretched state must take. 

Ob, Marius ! IEmI Lavinu. 

SCENE II. 

* 

A walled Gardenbelanging to Metellus^s house. 

Enter Marivs Junior. 

Man jun. How. vainly have I spent this idle 
. night L . 
E'en wine can't heal the ragings of my love. 

r2 
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This sure should be the mansion of Lavinia ; 
For in such groves the deities first dwelt. 
Goa I go forward when mv heaiN: is here ? 
Turn back^ dull earth, and find thy centre out 

[^Enters the Garden. 

Enter Granius and SulpItius. 

«■. ■ - ' 

► Gra. This way— he went — Why, Marius! bro- 
ther Marius ! 
. - Std. Perhaps he's wise and gravely gone to bed. 
ThereVnotso weak a drunkard as a lover; 
One bottle to.hie htdy's health quiteaddles him. 
. . (pfra. He ran this way, and leaped this brchant 

wall. 
Call, good Sulpitius. 

: Sul. Nay, I'll conjure too. 

Why, Marius ! humours ! passion 1 madman! lover I 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 
Speak but one word, and I am satisfied. 
He hears not, neither stirs he yet. Nay then 
I conjure thee by bright Lavinia's eyes. 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip, 
By her fiiie foot, straight 1^, and quivering thighs 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thoa appear to us.^ 

Gra. Hold, good Sulpitius, this will anger 
him ■ ■ 

Sul. This cannot anger him. *TwouId anger him 
To raise a spirit in hi& lady's arms. 
Till she had laid and charmed it down again. 

Gra. Let's go; he has hid himself among these 
trees. 
To dye his melancholic mind in night : 
Blind in his love, and best befits the dark. 
' Sul. Pox on this love, this little scareciow love> 
That frights fools with his painted bow of latb 
Out of their feeble sense. ' 
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Ora. Stop there«-let*s leave the sulnect and its 
slave; ^ 

Or bum Metellus' house aboilt his ears. 

Sul. This morning Svlla means to enter Rome : 
Your father too demands the consulship^ 
Yet now when he should think of cutting throats^ . 4 
Your brother's lost ; lost in a maze of love^ - 
The idle truantry of callow boys* 
I'd rather trust my fortunes with a daw^ 
That hops, at^very butterfly he sees^ 
Than have to do in honour with a man 
That sells his virtue for a woman's smiles. [^Ea^euttt* 

. » '^ 

Enter Marius junior in the Garden. 

Mar. jun. He laughs at wounds that never felt 
their smart 
What light is that which breaks through yonder 
shade ? . [Lavinia in the Balcony, 

Oh ! 'tis my love. 

She seems to hang upon the cheek of nighty . . 
Fairer thai^ spow upon the rayen's back. 
Or a rich jewel in an.Ethiop's ear. 
Were shein yo)pidisr sphere^ she'd shine so brighti 
That birds would sing, and think the day were 
. breaking. 

Lwo* Ah me ! 

Mar. jun. She speaks. 
Oh ! speak again, bright angel ; for thou art 
As glorious to this night, as sun at noon 
To the admiring eyes of gazing mortals. 
When he l>estrides the hzy pacing clouds. 
And sails. upon the bosom pf the air. 

Lav. O Marius, Marius ! wherefore art thou Ma- 
rius? 
Deny thy family, renounce thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love^ 
AvA I'll no longer call MejteUus parent. 
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^ ]II)fiir^juHy Sfadl I hear thisi and yet keep silence? 

Lav* * . No. 

*Tis but thy name fiiat istny enemy. 
Thou'WoliMftt be still thy selfy though not a Mariasi 
Beloved of iM, and charming as tbou' art 
What's- in a name ? *tbat>whieh we call -a rose^ 
By any other name Would smell ^s sweet. 
So Marius^ were he not Mariuscaird^ 
Be still as dear to my desiring eyes^ 
Without that title. Marius, lose thy name^ 
And for that name, which is no partof thee^ 
Take aU Lavinia. 

Mar.jun. , At thy word I take thee. 
Call me* but thme"; and joys* will so transport mt^ 
I shall forg^' myielf, and quitebe ebang*d. 

Lav. Who art thou, that thus hid and veiFd in 
• night, 
Hftst overheai^ my follies ? 

Mar.jun. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am. 
My name, dear creature, is hateful to myself ^^ 
Because it is an enemy to thee. 

X^v. Marius? how' eam'st thou hither'^ tell^and 
why ? 
The orchard-walls are high, and hard to dirab* 
And the place death, considering who thou art^ 
If any of our family here finil thee. 
By whose directions didst thou find this place ? 

Mar.jun. By Love, that first did prompt rac to 
inquire. 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet wert thou as fiir 
As the vast shore washM by the farthest sea, 
rd hazard ruin for a prize so dea r 

Lav. Oh Marius ! vain are all such hq)es and 
• wishes. 
The hand of Heav'n has thrown a bar between uf; 



sdBNEii.] GAIUS MARIUS. 34f 

Our house's hatred and the fate ef Rome^ 
Where none but S^lla must be happy now. 
All bring him sacnftc^ of some tort^ 
And I must be a victi^n to his bed* 
To-night my father broke the dreadful news ; 
And when I urg'd him for the right of love^ 
He threaten^ me to banish me his house. 
Naked and shifUess to the world. Wouldst thou, 
Marius, receive a beggar to thy boibm ? 

Mar.jun. Oh I were my joys but fix'd upon that 
point, 
rd then shake hands with Fortune and be friends ; 
Thus grasp my happiness, embrace* it thus. 
And bless th' ill turn that gave me to thy arms. 

Lm. Thou fcnow^st the mask of liight is on wf 
fece, . ... « • ^ 

Else should I blush for what tfaou*st heard toe speak. 
Fain would I dwell on form ; £iin, iaiii diiny • 
The things Fve said ; but farewell all such follies. 
Dost thou then love ? I know thouit say thou dost ; 
And I ixvoAt take thy word, though thou prove false. 
Mar.jun. By yon bright Cynthia's beams that 

shines above. 
Livo. Oh ! swear not by the moon, th' inconstant 

moon. 

That changes monthly, and shines but by seasons. 

Lest that thy love prove variable too. 

Mar.jun. What shall I swear by ? 

Lav. - . . -. j)^ jj^jj. g^^np j^j j^jl^ 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious -ilelf. 
Who art the god of my idolatry. 
And ril believe thee. 

Mar.jun. Witness, all ye Powers. 

Livo. Nay, do not swear ; although my joy be 
great, 
Fm hardly satisfied with this nighfs contract : 
It seems too rash, too unadvisVl and sudden. 
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Too like tb^ lightnings which doth cease to be 
Ere one cm day it is; Therefore this time 
Good night, my Marius. May a happier hour . 
Bring us to crown our wishes. 

Mar.jun. Why wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Lav. Wh«|t wouldst thou have ? 

Mar'.jun- Th' exchange of love for mine. 

Lav* I gave thee mine before thou didst risquestit; 
And yet I wi$h I could retrieve it back* 
• Mar.jun. Why ? 

Lav. But to be frank^ and give it thee again. 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep : the more I give to thee^ 
The more I have : for both are infinite. 
I hear a noise within. Farewell, my Marios; 
Or stay a little, and Til come again. 

Mar.jun. Stay ! sure for ever. 

Lav. Three words^ and, Marius^ then good night 
indeed. 
If that thy love be honourably meant. 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to*morrow, 
And all my fortunes at thy feet I'll lay. 

Nurse [zvithin.J^ Madam! 

Lav. I come anon. But if thou meanest not well^ 
I do beseech the e 

Nurse [within.'] Madam ! madam ! 

Lav. By and by, I com^. 
To cease thy suit and leave me to my grieft. 
To-morrow I will send [E^t. 

Mar.jun* So thrive my soul. Is not all this > 
dream. 
Too lovely, sweet, and flattering to be, true ? 

Re-enter Lavinia, 

Lav. Hist, Marius, hist. Oh for a falconer's voice, 
To lure this tassel gentle back again, 
^ has fearsj and m»y npt speak aloud 
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Else I would tear the cave where £cho lies^ p 

With repetition of my Marius— — 

Mar.Jun. It is my love that calls me back again. 
How sweetly lovers voices sound by night I 
Like softest music to atteivding ears. 
Lav. Marius. 
Mar.jun. My dear. 

L(VO. At what oVlock to-morrow^ 

Shall I send to thee ? 
Mar.jun. At the hour of nine. 

Lav. I will not fail : 'tis twenty years till then— - 
I have foi^t why I did call thee back. 

Mar.jun* Let me here stay till thou remember'at 

why. 
Xav. Th^, morning's breaking; I would have thee 
gone ; 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird. 
That lets it hop a Httle from her hand. 
To pull it by its fetters back again* 
ilfor.jw;i»,Wouldi.' were thine. , "i 

Lav^ -- Indeed and so would I \ 

Yet I should kill, thee sure with too much chenshingv 

No more Good night. - 

Mar.jun. , . : There's such sweet pain in parting. 
That I cojald bfing for ever;on'thy arms, • 
And look -away my life into thy eyes. . 
Lav. To-morrow wilLcome.. 
Mar.jtm. . S6*it will. Good hight. 

.Heaven be thy guard ; and all its blessings wait 
th ee [Exit lIvinu. 

To-morrow ! 'tis no longej : but desires 
Are swift, and longing love would lavish time. 
To-morrow 1 Oh, to-morrow ! till that come. 
The tedious hours. move heavily away. 
And each long minute seems a lazy day. 
Already light is mounted in the air. 
Striking itself through every element* 
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Our party will by this time be abroad^ 

To try the late of Marius and Rome. 

Love and renown sure court me thus together. 

Smile, smile, ye Gods, and give suceeiss to boA. 

[Esiu 

SCENE ni. 

The Forum. 

Enter Jour Citizens. 

S Cit. Well, neighbours, now we are here, what 
jQUStwe^do? 

1 Cit. Why, you must give your vote for Caiui 
Miarius to.be consul : and if any body speaks against 
you, knock them down. 

2 Cit. The truth on't is, there's nothing likei 
civil government, where good subjects may hive 
leave to knock brains out to maintain privileges. 

3 Cit. Look yo u ■ b ut what's this Sylla ? this 

Sylla? IVe heard great talk of him. ^He's a 

damnable fighting fellow 'they say ; but hioig him 

■ h e's a lord. • 

l^Cit. Aye, so he is,noghboars : and I know not 
why any one should be a lord more than another. I 
care not for a lord : what good do th^y do ? nothing 
but run in our debts, and Tie with our wiv es ■ - 

4 Cit. Why, theib's a grievance now. I have 
.three bovs 'at home, >no' more mine th«i R<nne*s 
.mine. They.are all fair curled-hair Cupids; andrm 
an honest, black, tawny, kettle-faced fellow.->ril 
have no lords.' ■ ■ ■ ' [Drums and trtrnpttu 

1 Cit. Hark! hark I Drums and trumpets ! drums 
and trumpets I they are coming. Be you sure you 
roar out for a Marius ; and do as much mischief as 
you can.- 



Enter Caius * Mariui^ and his Sohs ; Mari us b&mi 
upon the shoulders of two Reman Slaves ; 'I^clpi* 
nus at the, head oj[ the Guards* [Trwnptts. 

Sul. Hearken^ ye men of Rome : I^ I, Sulpitius, 
Your tri bune, and protecftor of your freedom ^ 
By virtue of^t office ^herehavQ^aird you 
To choose a consul. • - * Mithridates, ^^ng 
Of Pontus, has begun a war upon us^ 
Invaded iour allies^ our edicts violated^ 
And threatens Rome itself. Whom will you choose 
To lead you 'forth in this most glorious war? 
Marios^ or iSjylla ? 

All Cit. A'Marius ! a Marius ! a Marius) • 
Caius Mar. Countrymen^ 
And fellow-citizens, my brethren all; 

Or, if it may- be thought a dearor'name^ • 

My sons, my Cfhildren, glory of my age ; 

I come not- hitler arrnM (to fbrte^your^sufirage^ 

As Sylla does tO' enter Rdme With power. 

As if he meant a triumph o'er^ hisf country, 

I have not made a party in the senate. 

To bring you into slavery, or load 

Your neckswith the hard yoke Sf lordly po^^. 

I am no noUc, 4>ut a free-born mim, 

A citizen c^-Rome, as all you are, 

A lover of your liberties and laws. 

Your rights and privileges. Witness here 

These wounds, which in yoiir service I have got^ 

And best plead for me— — — — 
All Cit. Marius! MariusI MariusI No Sylla f 

no Sylla ! no Sylla ! 

SuL No more remains, most honourable consul,. 

But that straight you mount the seat tribunal- 

Lictors, bring your rods. 

Axes, and fasces, and present them here. 
Hail, Cams Marius, consul of the war. 
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Tbat popular clack ; or let us sell our fates 
So dear, that Rome may sicken with oar fitll. 

All Cit. No Marius ! no Marius ! down with him, 
dowB with him 

Sul. Ha ! what art thou ? 

■Q. Pom.'s Son- The consuFs son. 

iSul, A worm ; 

A thin skin fall of dirt ; and thus I tread thee 
Into thy mother earth. [Kills him. 

Cuius Mar. ^^^^ hence that traitor. 

And bring me straight his bead upon thy dart. 
The fate of Rome's b^un. 

Q. Pom. Our children murder'd. 

Thus massacred be£»e our eyes ! Come all 
That love Pompeius, and revenge his loss. 

Sul Fall on. 

AU Cit. No Marius! no Marius! Libeirtyl Li- 
berty 1 &c. {Thtyjig^fi Marius conquers. 

Coins Mar. Thanks for this good beginning, Gioda. 
These slaves. 
These .wide-mouth'd brutes, that bellow thus for 

freedom. 
Oh ! how th^ ran before the hand of power. 
Flying for shelter into every brake ! 
Like eowardty fearful sheep they break their herd. 
When the wolfs out and ranging for bis prey. 
Sukntius, thy guards did noble service. 

Sul. Oh I- they are fellows fit for you and t. 
Fit for the work of power : say the word. 
Not one amongst them all but what shall rw. 
Take an old gnimt>liDg senator by the bcat^ 
AoJ shake his head c^ from his ihiiiiiiag J— hi 

Caius Mar. Sylla, I hear, is at the ptet^^ 
IVbctaim straight liberty to every rine 
That will but own the cause of €!■■§ &^ 
»r, confusion, and invetfcd mdcL. 
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Vast desolation^, slao^ter^* <ieath^ and' ruin* 
Must have their cDurses^ ere this ferqi&Bt settle., 
^ Thus the ^at Jove above^ who" rujes alon^ 
^ When men forget his godlike power to cmn^ 
^ Uses no common mesuM^n^oomOBon vtays, 
^ But sends fi»tb ^laxm/isr, and the world obejra. 

ACT iir. 

SCENE L 

Enter SuLPinus^ Granius^ and all the Goanb* 

Sul. Rome never saw a morning sura Hber this : 
Now she begins to know the rod (dl powers 
Her wanton^ blood can smart. 
Were I the eonaol^ not a head in Rome^ 
That had but thoughts of Sylla, slM>uld stand safe. 

Gra. Slaughter should have continued with tb« 
day. 

Mercy but gives sedition time to rally. 
Every soft, pliant, talking, busy rogue. 
Gathering a flock of hot-braisi'd fools together,. 
Can preach up new rebellion. Till the heads 
Of all those heavenly-inspired knaves be crushed. 
No power can be safe* 
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Sul. Miioh wiU thiji day 

Determine; Sylla's now before the walls> 
And all his forces ready for command. 
Four thousand slaves have taken hold on freedom^ 
And come on proclamaition to our side^ 

Gra. Where should my brother be? He oame no| 
home 
To-night. 
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SuU Think of him as a wretbh thaf « deiidy 
Stabb'd with an eye, run through the brains widi low. 

Gra. He talk'd of sending Sylla a defianbe. 

SuL Writ witb a pen made of a Cupid's qu^L 

Gra. Why, what is Sylla? 

SuL A most courageous captain at a congee ; 
He fights by meitsure, as yoiir artists sin^^ 
Keeps distance, time, proportion, rests his rests» 
One, two, and the thinl in your guts. 
Ob I he's the very butcher of a button. 

Gra. Would i could see my brother. That damn'd 
love •. 
Of women ruins noblest purposes. 

SuL That sex was first in mockery of us made. 
They are the ikise deceitful glasses, where 
We gaze and dness ourselves to all the shapes 
Of folly.* What is*t woman cannot dp ? 
She'll mak^ a statesman quite foi^t his cunnings 
And trust his dearest secrets to her breast, 
Where'fops have daily entrance : make a priest. 
Forgetting <l)e hypocrisy of his ofiice. 
Dance and show tricks, to prove his strength an4 

brawn t 
Make a projector quibble, an old judge 
l^ut on false hair, and paint : and, after all. 
Though she be known the lewdest of her sex> 
She'll make some fool or other think she's honest* 
Your father promis'd me to meet me here. 
I wonder he delays so long. 

Gra. He comes : 

^nd with him too my brother. 

SuL See your general. 

Salute him<,all my fellow-soldiers. [Sho^^ 

Enter Caius Marius^ and Makivs jumoTf 

Cains Mar. This, 

3ulpitittS, looks like power. Oranius, here 
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Receive tby brother to thy arms, and bless hifU : 
He*8 done a thing most worthy of our name, 
£ent a defiance into Sylla*s camp. 
Challenging fordi the stoutest champion there, 
In vindication of bis father's cause, 
And not an outlaw there dares send his answer. 
Once more, Sulpitius, are the people oiirs, 
Enrag'd with Syl]a*s coming armM, to force 
The city. At the Celimoutane gate 
He*s posted now : let's send him straight commands 
In the name of the senate and the Roman people, 
To advance no farther, till the state of Rome 
Be heard in public, and my choice confinn'd. 
Or he continued consul. 

Sul. That would be 

But to prolong necessity ; for Rome 
Must bleed : and since the rabble now is ours, 
Keep the fools hot, preach dangers in their earsi 
Spread false reports of the senate, working up, 
Tlieir madness to a fury quick and desperate. 
Till they run headlong into civil discords, 
And do our business with their own destruction. 
Granius, go thou. 

Send word to Sylla that he' lay down arms. 
And render up himself to Rome. 

Mar.jun. There's still 

A dangerous wheel at work,- a thoughtful villain, 
Cinna, whohas raisM his fortune by the jars 
And discords of his country : like a fly 
O'er flesh, he buzzes about itching ears. 
Till he has vented his infection there. 
To festei* into rancour and sedition. 
Would he were safe. 

Caius Mar. And safe he shall be : let him k 
proscrib'd. 
The fine upon his head its weight in gold. 
Would I could buy Metellus's as' cheap. 



suBiTB I.] ' CAIU8 MARIU& ts9 

I have a tender fix)lishnes8 within me 
May sometimes get the better of my rage* 
Sulpitius, therefore^ keep me warm ; still ply 
My ebbing fury with the thoughts of Sylla^ 
Th* ungrateful senate^ and Metellus' pride ; 
And let not any thing may make me dreadful 
Be lefit undone* Now to our troops let's hasten^ 
And wait for Sylla's answer at our arms* 

[^Esamt Caius Marius and Granius. 
SuL Is not this better^ now^ than Whining love ? 
Now thou again art Marius^ son of arms^ 
Thy father's honour^ and thy friend's delight. 

Enter Nurse afid Cjlodius. 

Mar.jun. Sulpitius^ what comes here? a sail, 
Sulpitius ? 

SuU A tatter'd one, and weather-beaten much* 
Many a boisf rous storm has she been tossM in. 
And many a pilot kept her to the wind. 

Nur^e. Clodius* 

Ch. Madam* 

^tU. Madam I 

Nurse. My fan^ Clodius* 

Sul. Ay, good 'CIpdius, to hide her fiioe* 

Nurse. Good-morrow, gentlemen* 

Sul. Good-even, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Fair gentlewoman I Really, *tis very hot. 

SuL It should be so, by your ladyship's parch'd 
face. 

Nurse. Marry, come up, my gossip: whose man 
are you ? 
' Sul. A woman's man, my Sybil : would'st thou 

try 
My strengdx m feats of amorous engagement. 
Lead me among the beauteous, where they run 
Wild in their, youth, and wanton to their wildness ; 
Where I may choose the foremost of the herd, 

VOL. II. S 
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And bear her trembling to some bank^ bedecked 
With sweetest flowers^ such as joy would choose 
To dwell in ; throw my inspired arms about her^ 
And press her^ till she thought herself more blessed 
Than lo^ panting with the joys of Jove. 

Nurse. Panting ! joys I and Jove I Now, by my 
troth, *tis very pretty. But^ gentlemen, can any of 
you tell where 1 may find young Marius? 

Mar.jun. Yes, I can tell you, madam. I am he. 

Sul. Hah! by this light, a bawd. So ho! 
Come, let's away. I hate a morning bawd. 

That stinks of last night's office 

[Exit SuLPmus. 

Nurse. Pnty^ sir, what saucy fellow's he that's 
gone? 

Mar.jun. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to heir 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute than 
he'll stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An he speak any thing against me, I'H 
take him down, an he were lustier than he is, and 
twenty such Jacks, or I'll find those that abafl. 
But now, sir, I wish you much jo y I hear yea 
are— — 

Mar.jun. Married; this day the blessed deed 
was done. 
When the unhappy discords first took flame 
Betwixt my father and the senate ; then 
A holy priest of Hymen, whom with gold 
I brib'd to yield us privately his office, 
Join'd our kind hands, and now she's ever mine. 

Nurse. Well: 'fore God, I am so vex'd, that 
civery part about me quivers. But pray, air, a 
word : and, as I told you, my young lady bade me 
find you out. What she bade me sa^, I'll keep to 
myself. But first let me tell you, if you have led 
her into a fool's paradise, as they say ; for the gen- 
tlewoman is young, and, therefore, if you abouU 
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deal doubly with her, though you don't look like 
a gentleman that would use double dealing with 
a lady. ■ 

Mar.jun. Commend me to thy lady, I pro* 
tes t 

Nurse. Good heart, and i*faith, I will tell her as 
much. 
Lord ! lord ! she will be a joyful womaiji. 

Mar.jun. Bid her devise this evening to receive 
Me at her window : here is for thy .pains— 

\Givts money. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a drachma. , 

Mar.jun. Away; I say you shall. 

Nurse. This evening, say you ? well, she shall 
be there. ; 

Mar. jun. And stav, kind nurse, behind the 
garden-wall. 
Within this hour my man shall meet thee there. 
And bring thee cords made like a tackling-ladder ; 
Which, to the blessed mansiob of my joy. 
Must be my conduct in the secret night. 
Farewell — be true, and Til reward thy pains. 

Nurse. Now Heayens bless th oo H ark you, 
sir. 

Mar.jun. What say'st thou, nurse? * 

Nurse. Nothing, but that my mistress is the 
sweetest lady. — Lord! lord! when *twas a little 
prating thing — Oh ! t hereV a spark, one Sylla, 
that would fain have a finger in the pi c b ut she, 
good soul, had as lieve hear of a toad, a very toad, 
as hear of him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her 
Sylla IS the properer man.*— But I'll warrant you^ 
wnen I say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the 
varsal world. Well, you'll be sure to come. 

Mar.jun. As sure as truth. 

Nurse. Well, when it was a little thing, and 
us'd to lie with me, it would sq kick, so sprawl^ and 

8 2 
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go pla y a nd then' I would tickled it/ atid then it 
would ktush^ and theii it would play again; When 
it had tickling and playing enough, it would go to 
sleep as gentle as a lamb. I shaU never (orgst it^- 
Then you'll be sure to come, 
' Mar.jun. Can I forget to live? 

Nurse. Nay, but swear, though. 

Mar.jun. By this kis8> which thou shalt cany 
to Lavinia. 

Nurse. Oh! dear sir, by no meftns. Indeed you 
shall not. I have been drinking aqua vita. Oh ! 
those eyes of yours ! 

Mar.jun. Till nighty ferewel l 
^ Nurse. Till night ; FU say no more^ but da, da. 
Come, Clodius. Ah ! those eyes I 
- ' \Exeunt Nurse and Clodius. 

Mar.jun. What pains she tak^ with her officious 
folly! 
Bow happy is the evening-tide of life. 
When phlegm has quench^ our passions, trifling 

out 
The feeble remiiant of odr silly days 
In fbllies, such as dotage best is pleased with. 
Free from the^ wounding and tormenting cares. 
That toss Ithe thoughtful, active, busy miitd ? 
Though this day be the dearest of my life. 
There's something hangs most heavy on my hearty 
And. my brain's dick with dulness. 

JEnter Caius Marius. 

Caius Mar. Where's this loiteier, 

This most inglorious son of Caius Marius ? 
With folded arms and downcast eyes he stands^ 
The marks and emblem of a woman's fool. 

Mar.jun. My fathei*. 

Caius Mar. Call me by some other name ; 

Disgrace me not : Tm Marius s 
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And surely Marius has. small right in thee* 
Would SyUa*s soul were thine, and thine were hit, ' 
That he^ as thou hast done^ now gloiy caUs, 
Might run for shelter to a woman's arms. 
And hide him in her. bosom like a babe. 

Mar.jun. Then Fm.a coward. 

Cams Mar. Art thou not ? 

Mar.jvn. lam, 

That thus can bear reproaches, and yet live. 
Durst any man but you have calFd me so ? 
Oh, let me fidl, embrace and kiss your feet. 
You've raised a spirit in me prompts my heart 
To such a work as fame ne^er talk*d of yet. 
How*ll you dispose Lavinia ? 

Caius Mar. Let her iall. 

As I would all her family and name. 
Forgotten that they either ever gave 
Thy father's head dishonour, or thee pain. 

Mar. Jun. Twas an unlucky sentence, She*i 
. scarce more 
Metellus* daughter now tlmn your*s: oyr hands 
Were by a priest this morning joinM. May Heaven 
Avert th! ill omen, and preserve my father. 

Caius Mar. Married ! say ruined, lost, and curst. 

Mar.jun. You've torn 

The secret from me, and I wait your doom. 

Qait^ Mar. Gro where I never more may hear 
thee nam*d ; 
Gro fiurthest from me ; get thee to M^tellus, 
Fall on thy knees, and henceforth call him parent. 
IVe yet one son, that surely won't forsake me : 
Else in this breast I shall have glorious th<)ughts, 
That will at least give lustre to my ruin. 
Farewell — ^my once best hopes, now greatest shame. 

Mar.jun. Condemn me rather, to the worst of 
deaths. 
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Or send tne chained to Sylla^ like a slave^ 
Than banish me the blessing of your presence. 
IVe thought^ and bounded all my wishes so^ 
To die for you is happiness enough ; 
Twould be too much fenjoy Lavinia too. 

Caius Mar. Again Lavinia ! 

Mar.jun. Yes, this coward slave, 

'This most inglorious son of Caius Marius, • 
Though wedded to the brightest beauty^ rais'd 
To th' highest expectation of delight, 
E*en in this minute, when love prompts his heart, 
And tells what mighty pleasures are preparing^ 
Is master of a mind unfettered yet. 

Caius Mar. What canst thou do ? 

Mar.jun. This night I should have gone, 

And ta*en possession of Lavinia's bed. 
But, by the Gods, these eyes no more shall see 

• her. 
Till IVe done something that's above reward. 
And you yourself present her to my arms. 

Caius Mar. Why dost thou talk thus to me ? 

Mar.jun. Hark! [Trumptti* 

The trumpets sound, and business is at hand. 
It seems as if our guards upon the walls 
Were just engag'd, and Sylla come upon them. 
The gods have done me justice. 

Caius Mar. Get thee gone. 

And leave me to my fate ; 
Though maim'd and wounded, and unfit for war. 
• Mar.jun. I'll follow you 

Cdius Mar. Thou shalt not. 

Mar.jun. By the Gods I will 

Caius Mar* How ? disobey'd, then ? 

Mar.jun. Bida courser, spurr'd, 

Stop in his full career ; bid tides run back, . 
Or sailing ships stand still before the wind. 
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Or winds themselves not blow when Jove provokes 

them* 
Caius Mar. Away^ and do liot tempt my fury 

farther* 
Mar.jun. Why? would you kill me ? 
Cams l^ar. No^ I hope thou art reserved yet for 
A better &te. 

Mar.jun. Thanks^ Heaven ! 
These few kind words shew Fm not <][uite unhappy. 
Caiw Mar. Then do not contradict my wui m 
this^ 
But part ; and when our hands next meet again^ 
Be't in the heart of Sylla or Metellu c 

[Exit. — Trumpets again. 
Mar.jun. Sound higher, ye shrill instruments of 
war. 
And urge its horrors up, till they become. 
If possible, as terrible as mine. 
Oh, my Lavinia ! though this night I fall. 
At my return I shall be doubly happy. 
Such 'trials the great ancient heroes past. 
Who little present happiness could taste. 
Yet did great actions, and were Gods at last. 

[Exit. 



SCENE II. 
Metellus's House. 

Enter hAVisiA. 

Lwo. Crallop a»pace, ye fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' lodging. Such a charioteer 
As Phaeton would lash you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy close curtains, love-performing nighty 
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To 3ober-s]uited i49]trQn itll jn falaek ; 
That jealous eyes may wink^ and JMarms 
Leap to these sirms.untalk'd of^ and vaseeiu 
Oh f give me Marius ; and when be ishall die^ 
Take him a^d dut him out in little ^tars^ . 
And he will make the face of Heaven .so ^ne^ 
That all the world shall grow in love with mght^ 
And pay no worship to th^ ga<idy sun. 
.Oh I I have bought the mabsidn of a. Ibve^ 
But not possefis'd it.— ^Tedious is this day, 
As is the night before some festival, . . 
To .an impatient child tbaSt has new. riibes^ 

Entier^uTse atid Clojoius. 



And may not wear them* Wdoome, .nurse : 

news ? , 

How fares the lord of all my joys> my Marius ? 

Nurse. Oh! a chair! a chair! no xjuedtions, but 
a chair ! So. 

Lav* Nay^ pr'ythee, nurse^ why dost thou look 
so sad? 
Oh ! do not spoil the music of good tidings 
With s^uch a melancholic wretched face. 

Nurse. Oh ! T am weary, very weary. Clodios, 
my cordial-bottle. Pye ! how my bones ache ! what 
a jaunt have I had ! 

Lav. Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell me, 
Will Marius bome to-night? Speak, will he come? 

Nurse. Alas ! alas ! what haste ! oh ! cannot yoQ 
stay a little ? oh ! do not you see that I'm out of 
breath? oh! this phthisic! Clodius, the cordial. 

Lav. Th' excuse thou mak'st for this unkinJ 
delay 
Is longer than the tale thou hast to. tell. 
Is thy news good or bad ? answer to that. 
Say either^ and TU stay the circumstance. 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice: 
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you know not how to choose a man. Yet his lee 
.excels all men's* And^ for a hand^ and a foot, anl 
a shape^ though they are not to be talk'd of— yet 
they^re paat compare. What, have you diped 
witbm? 

Lav. No, no ; what foolish questions dost thou 
ask! 
What says he of his coming ? what of that ? 
'Nurse. Oh I how my bsad aches ! what a head 
have I ! 
It beats as if it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back, o*t*other side I ah I my back ! my back I 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about 
To q^tch my death. This back of mine will break. 

[Drinks. 

Lav. Indeed I'm sorry if thou art not well. 
But jpr'ythee tell me, nurse, what says my love ? 

Nurse. Why, your love says . like an honest gen- 
tleman, and a kind gentleman, and a handsome-— 
and, I'll warrant, a virtuous ^ntleman. [Drinks^ 
Well what ? Where's your fiaither ? 

Lcpo. Where's my father? why^.he's at the se- 
nate. 
How oddly thou reply 'st ! — 
Your Jove says like an honest gentleman, . 
Where is your father ? 

Nurse. Oh, good lady, dear ! 

Are you so hot ? marry, come up, I trow. 
Is this a poultice for my achii^g bones ? 
Henceforward, do your messages yqurself. 

L(vo. Nay, pr'ythee, be not angry, nurse; I meant 
No ill. Speak kindly ; will my Marius come ? 

Nurse. Will he ? will a duck swim ? 

Lav. Then he will come. 

Nurse. Come ? why, he will come upon all four, 
but he'll come. Go, get you in^ and say your 
prayers; go. 
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Lm. For blessings on my Marius and thee. 
Nurse. WtW^ it would bie a sad things though— 
Lav. What? 

Nurse. If Marius' should not come now— -<— for 
there's old doings at the gates ; they are at it, ding 
don^. Tantarara, go the trumpets ; shout, ciy the 
soldiers ; clatter, go the swords. TH warrant I made 
no small haste — 

Lat>. And is my Marius thexe } alas, my fears ! 

[Trumpets. 
The norse comes this way. Guard my love, ye 

Godst 
Or strike me with your thunder when he iails. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

The Forum. 

m 

Enter Caius Marius, Marius Junior^ Grakivsi 
SuLPinus, Catulus^ S^c. Guards^ lectors, an 
one side: Metellus, Stlla, Q. Pompeius, 
Guards, on the other. — Trumpets sound a March. 

MeteU Oh, thou God, 
Deliverer of Rome, most blest of men ! 
See here the fathers of thy bleeding country 
Prostrate for refuge at thy feet : s^ there 
The terror of our freedom, and thy foe. 
The persecutor of thy friends, the scourge 
Of truth and justice, and the plague of Rome. 

Caius Mar. What art thou, that canst lend thy 
slavish ears 
To flatt'ring h3rpocrisy ? 

1^1. My name thou hast heard. 
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And fled from. I am the friend of Rome^ 
The terror and the bane of thee, her foe. 

Cuius Mar* If thou'rt her friend, why com'st 
thou here, thus arm'd. 
Slaughtering her citizens, and laying waste her 

walls ? 
Syl. To free her fi^m a tyrant^s power. 
Caius Mar. Who is that tyrant? 
SyL Thou, who hast oppressed 

Her senate, made thyself, by force, a consul, 
Set free her slaves, and arm'd them against her 

laws. 
• Cams Mar. Hear this, ye Romans, and then 

. judge my wrongs. 
Have I oppressed you ? have I forc'd your laws? 
Am I a tyrant ? I, whom ye have raised, 
For my true services, to what I am ? 
Remember th*' Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons ; 
Remember the confed*rate war* 

Syl. Where thou^ 

Cold and delaying, wert by Silo brav'd, 
Scom'd by thy sddiers, and at last compelled 
Ingloriously to quit th* unwieldy charge. 
Rem^nber, too, who banish'd good Metellus, 
The friend and parent of thy obscure fiaimily^ 
That rais'd thee from a peasant to a lord. 

Caius Mar. Basely thou wrongest the truth. My 
. actions rais'd me. 
Hadst thou been born a peasant, still thou^dst 

been so ; 
But I by service to my country have made 
My name renowned in peace, and feared in war. 
Syl. In the Jugurtnine war, whose king was 
taken 
Prisoner by me, and Marius triumphed for't. 
> Caius Mar. Thou stoFst him ba^ly, stoFst him 

at the price 
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Of his wife's last: thoa bwter*d*8t his befriying. 
And in the cnpitol bast pageants set 
In memory of thy vani^ and shame* 
I^L Thy shame. 

X;am$ Mar. My faonoor^ proud pcewmtvtntw 
boy. 

Who wooldst be gaudy in an nnfit diess. 
And wear my cartHiff glories 9&er. me. 

SgL rd rather wear, some beggar's rotten rags, 
By him left danghng on a highway hedge, 
Tnan soiljny laureb with a kaf 9f Aioe, . 
Thou scom'd plebeian. 
: Caiu9 Mm*. .Worst perdi^on catdi thee. 

Skfl. Disband that rout of rebeUat.thy heels. 
And yield thjrsdf to justice and the.senaite^ 

Caius Mar. Justice Jfirom thee demanded on my 
head? 
First clear thyself,, quit thy usurped command ; 
Approach and kneel to*me,.whom thou has wronged 

SyL Upon thy neck^ I would. 

Caius Mar. As soon thou'dst take 

A lion by the beard : thou dar'ist not think an*t« 

j^/. I dare, and more. 

Caius Mar. Then, Gods, I take your word; 

If there be truth in you, I .shall. not £dl 
This day. My firiends and feUow-rsoldiers,. now 
'Fight as I've seen you : for the life of Sylla, 
Leave it to me ; for much rewnge must go 
^Along with de^th,. when. such a vi^im bleeds. 

Stfl. My lords^ withdraw. 

MeteU No^ trust «the gods ; FU see 

My .country*8 fJEUe, and with her live or die. 
' » Caius Mar. Now, Sylla. 

SjfL Now, my veterans, consider 

You fight for laws^ for liberty, and life. 

Caius Man Bebellion never wanted that pretence. 
Thou shadow of what I have been, thou puppet 
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Of that great state and' honours I have borne. 
If though do something wdtthy of thy places 
Lefs ioin our battle with a force may glut 
The throat of deatSi, and choke him witli himself; 
As fiercely as destroying whirlwinds rise^ 
Or as clouds dash when thunder shakes the skies; 

[Trunipets sound a charge : theyjtght. 

Re-enter Gaius Maeius^ taken bjf Sylla's party* 

Caifu Mar* Forsaken, and a prisoner? is this all 
That's left of Mariw I the old naked trunk 
Of that tall pine that was ? away, ye shrufbs^ 
Ye clinging brambles ; do not ck^ me thus^ 
But let me run into the jaws of deaths 
And fifiish my iH fate. Or must I be 
Preserved a public spectacle, eitnosM 
To scorn, and make a holiday lor sltfres ? 
Oh! that thought's faelK Sure I should know thy 

face. 
Thou hast borne office under me. If e'er 
In my best fortune I deserv'd thy fnendship,. 
Giye me a Roman's death, and set me free. 
That no dishonour in my tts^ o'eftake me. 

Oji. I've sery'd and lov'a you well : nor would I 
see 
Your fal l m y orders were, to save your life. 
Caius Mar. Thou'rt a time-server, that canst flat- 
ter misery. 

Enter Marius junior, GRAmvs and Sulpitius, 

prisoners. 

My sons in bonds too, and Sulpitius ? 
Sul. Yes, the rat-catchers have trapp'd me. Now 
must I 
Be food for crows, and stink upon a tree. 
Whilst coxcombs stroll abroad on holidays 
To take &e air^^ and see me rot. A pox 
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On fortttoe^ and a pox on that first fool 
That tac^ht the world ambition. 

Enter Quintus PaMPSius^ four Lictors before 

him* 

Q. Pom* Draw near. 

Ye men of Rome, and hear the law pronouncM, 
Thou Marias, whose ambition and whose pride 
H^ve cost so many lives, the first that e*er 
Wag'd civil wars m Rome, thee and thy sons^ 
Thy family and kin, with that vile slave 
And minister of all thy outn^s, 
The curs'd Sulpitius, banishment^s your lot ; 
After to-morrow's dawn if found in the city. 
Death be your doom : so hath the senate said. 
So flourish peace and liberty in Rome. 

[Exit Q. PoMPEius, Lictors, crying Uberty. 

Caiu9 Mar. I thank ye, Gods, upon my knees I 
thank ye. 
For plaguing me above all other men- 
Come, ye young heroes, kneel and praise the 

Heavens, . 
JPov crowning thus your youthful hopes. Ha, ha, ha! 
What pleasant game hath Fortune play'd to-day ? 
Oh ! I could burst with laughter. Why, now Rome's 
At peace. But may it be as short and vain 
As joys but dreamt of, or as sick men's slumbers. 
Now let's tal^e hands, and bending to the earth. 
To all th' infernal powers let's swear. 

All. We swear. 

Cuius Mar. That's^ well : by all the destinies. 
By all the furies, and the fiends that wait 
About the throne of hell, and by hell's king. 
We'll bring destruction to this cursed city ; 
Let not one stone of all her towers stand safe. 

Mar. jun. Let not her temples nor her god^ 
escape. 
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Gra. Let husbands in their Wives* embraces 
perish. 

Caius Mar. Her young men massacred. 

Sul. Her virgins ravishM. 

Mar.jun. And let her lovers all my torments feel^ 
Doating like me, and like me banished. 
Thus let them curse, thus raving tear their hair, 
And fall upon the ground as I do now. 

Caius Mar. Rise then, and to Lavinia go. This 
nighfs thy own. 

Mar. jun. And ever after pain and sorrow. 
But go thou, find Lavinia's woman out>~ 

[7b his Servant. 
Tell her Til come, and bid her cheer my love. 
For ril not fail, but in this night enjoy 
Whole life, and forgive nature what*s to come. 

Caius Mar. Thus then let's part ; each take his 
several way. 
As to a task of darkness : when we meet 
In hated exile, well compute accompts, • 
And see what mischief each has gathered then. 
For, Rome, I shall be yet once more thy lord. 
If oracles have truth, and augurs lie not. 
For yet a child, and in my father's fields 
Playing, I seven young eagles chanc'd to find; 
Which gathering up I to my parents bore. 
The Gods were sought, who promised me from thence 
As many times the consulate in Rome. 
Six times already Fve that office bore. 
And so far has tne prophecy prov'd true. 
But if Fve managed ill the time that's past, 
And too remiss six elder fortunes lost. 
The youngest darling-iate is yet to come. 
And thou shalt feel me then, ungrateful Rome. 

[^Ea^eunt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L The Garden. 

Enter Lavinia and Makivs junior. 

Lav. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet neur ds]r« 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark> 
That piercM the fearful hollow of thy ear. 
Nighuy on yon pomegranate-tree she sings. 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 
. Mur.jun. Oh ! 'twas the lark, the herald of the 

mom. 
No nightingale. Look, love, what envious stresda 
Of light embroider all the cloudy east. 
Nighfs candles are burnt out, and jocund dagr 
Upon the mountain-tops sits gaily drest. 
Whilst all the birds bring music to his levee 
I must be* gone and live, or stay and die-*^ 

LofO. Oh! oh ! what wretched fortune iamy lot! 
Sure, giving thee, Heaven grew too far in debt 
To pay, 'till bahkrupt-like it broke ; whilst I> 
A poor compounding creditor, am forced 
To take a mite for endless sums of joy. 

Mar.jun. Let me be taken; let me suflfer death, 
I am t!ontent, if thou wilt h^ye it so 
By Heaven, yon gray is not the moniing's eye. 
But the reflection of pale C}mth]a's brightness ; 
Nor is't the lark we hear, whose notes do beat 
So high, and echo in the vault of Heaven. 
I'm all desire to stay, no will to go. 
How is't, my soul ? let's talk : it is hot day. 

Lav. It is, it is-^Fly hence away, :my Mariu^ 
It is the lark, and out of tune she sings. 
With grating discords and unpleasing strainings. 
Some say the lark and loathsome toad change eyes; 
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Now I could wish they had changed voices too ; 
Or that a lethai^ had seized the. moraii^y 
And 3he had slept and never wak*d again. 
To part me from th* embraces of my love. • 
What shall bec<Hne of me, when thou art gone ? 
Mar. Jun. The Gods that heard, our vows^ and 
know our loves. 
Seeing my &ith, and thy unspotted truth, 
WiU sure take, care, and let no. wrongs annoy 

Upon my knees Fll ask thetn every day. 

How my Lavinia does : and every nigh^ 

In the severe distresses oi my fate. 

As I perhaps shall wander through the desert, 

And want a place to rest my weary head oh, 

ril count the stars, and bless them as they shine. 

And court them all for my Lavinia*s safety. 

Lav. Oh banishment, eternal banishment ! 
Ne*er to return I must we ne'er meet again ? . 
My heart will break, I cannot think that thought 
And live. Gould I but see to th* end of woe. 
There were some cQmibrt-~but eternal torment 
Is ever insupportable to thought. 
It cannot be that we shall part for ever. 

Mar. jun. No, for my banishment may be re» 
caird; 
My father once more hold a power in Rome : 
Then I shall boldly claim Lavinia mine» - 
Whilst happiest men shall envy at the blessing, 
And poets write the wonders of our. loves. 

Lav. If by my father's cruelty Fm forc'd. 
When left alone, to yield to Sylla's claim^ 
Defenceless as I am, and thou far firom fne. 
If, as I mwt, I rather die than suffer it, ... 
What a sad tale will that be when *tis.told thee ? 
I know not what to.f^r, or hope, or think, 
Or say, or. do. . I. cannot let thee go. . : «' * 

vot. li. T 
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Mar. jam] k ^X^fMkkAiSA^ io* this pur- 

cfioise Mid/'' - i ' i ^' ' ' i>£i; 7 • . ' .. ': , 
But sharpen v^A ktiiKi weight i» >|)dttiiig ^sotVow. 
Oh my Lavinia! if iniy h«Jiityep%trBy,' [jKuce/r. 
Or inj other iMAuftf eter 4)harm tft^^ * 
If I JiT«-fio(>0ntii^ty^ot]lyjth%^ ' * > .. v. 
In that curst moment wheif 1003;^ ^^ "fotmkes thee, 
May I be ttAkhdr IbMii^fat a ca^iiintf bounds- 
^> adont^tbe. triumph ibf bit basMt fbe. ' 

Lwo. And if I live not raithfiil to the '-lord 
Of my first^^^ofwr;: n^^deavesi; ^iX^ MafiUd, 
May I be htci^^t/to |x>^erty iBd)8ebm; < 
Hooted by slaves tfikrlfarfnoito tl^ jgetteflr^ O Rome, 
Till flying io tHfe i^pods to avoid niy ^ sha|ne. 
Sharp bunker j«' ' o^di ' or some ' wotM .fiite destroy 

And nototui tree vwehlBafeiaiilaPi^ me. 
Mdrifymi What ^eeds all this ^*a--. i 
Xav. ' nr^: .: /,''- > Ohi I covid find out things 

TdialklbtbibBiMit^dr; ^ :' 
Mar*Jarii' t •' > ' ^ • • 'Weep iaot; the time 

We had4o«tayrito^etheH)^s been employed 

In richest love— — — ^ ''' • 
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Lav. 'T' > 'We ought to summon all 
The'.B{)ihLtrcf terftpodsion upy to cheer v . . . 
Our hearts thus laboring with the pangs of parting. 
Oh mypoopManusI 

Mar.jun. ^ • ^* ^ . AUmy kind Lavitiia! • 

Lof!^ Btft d«ist*tbpii think we e^r ,i^all meet 
agaiwh'-"^ '' ' '. . • • • . 

Maujwi^ li dojLltit it not; iaiiid all these woes 
flfaall '.serve ' <': " •• •"• - -»'• 

For swec^tdisomises^ ii» our time to ^ome. ' 

Lav. Alas'! I hsve an ill«divinhig-sotd;' ' 
Methinks I'steitfieei nowthoU'rt mnb my arms^ 
Like a stark {ghost,' with horror in thy visage. 
Either my eye-sight fkils^ or thou looklst pale. 
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Mar.jun. And, truat m^^ l^^;\^Q ^y eye so dost 
thou. 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood — ^farewell. 

Lm. •' '; Fstrew^W theh. fS^iV. MAR./eiii. 

ZflfW. Mytiurse. 

Nurse [within.^ Your father's up^ and day-light 
bro^e abroad. 
Be wary, look kboiit yoi 

Lwo': Hah ! is h^ g^c^n^ ? ray lord, my hxisbttnd^ 
■-'■-\friend>;'\ '.■;';; ; *;. ";■ '. ' , 

I must hedr froinii liiee evety hour in the day s "- 
For absent minutes ^e^m as ms^y days. 
Oh ! by this reckoning' I shall be most old. 
Ere I again behold my Marius. Nay, '• 

Qone too already ! 'Twas unkindly done, • 
rhkilnbty^ imparted half my soul. 
Not a fhird part of its/fohd jealous jfears : • 
But Fft pufstie him fiyr't> aiid be ^\reng*d ; 
Hang such a tender tale about his heart. 
Shall njakeit tiiigle' as his- life were stimg : 
Nay too — ^PlUove him ; never^ pever leave him ; 
Fond as ^ child, and resplute as a maii. \ExitJuAy. 

" Mfetef. Sylla Ais morning parts from* hence to 
' • '/ ;V Capua,"-'.. '' -' '^ * / 

Tb' head that army. Cinna niiist be consul-^- — 
Ay, Crnna must beV He's a busy fello^, . ; 
Knows how to teljf a Stiiry ' to the rabble,^ -!>)-. 
Hates Marius ioo:' tliat,- that's the dearest point. 
I hope th^ Chafes fbf Mariu^ lard may tak^hikhl 
A htmdred liorse are ijfi pursuit tb fliid hraiy; . 
Atifl if they catch liifnyKi^lie^^ safe^ that^s^t/^rlaiii. 
Octavius will be'.tb^ otheri^-ibe it so.' * ' ^ « X « • 
Ah honest,' simpW, downright-deaUng lord : 
A little too refigiotrs, tliarklifs fault "" • ' 

T 2 
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Enter a Sefirant* 

What DOW ? 

Ser. A letter left you by a lictor, 

Who told us that it came from the Lord Sylla. 

MeteUus reads the letter : 

Blame not^ sir^ my parting 
So suddenly : just now I've had advice 
Of some msturbancein the camp at Capua. 
Commend my tender' st faith to fair Lwoim» 
YouWe Sylla's advocate with her and Rome. 

Enter Nurse. 

Well, Nurse. 

Nurse. My lord. 

Met el. How does my daughter? 

Nurse. Truly very ill : she has not slept a wink: 
Nothing but toss'd and tumbled all this night ; 
I left her just now slumb'rin^. 
This Lord. Sylla does so run m her head. 

Metel. Oh ! were he in her heart. Nurse ! 

Nurse. Were he ? 
Why, she thinks of nothing else, talks of nothing 
else, dreams of nothing else. She would needs have 
me lie witi) her t'other night. But about midnidit 
(1*11 swear it wakM me out of a sweet nap) she taf es 
me fast in her arms, and cries. Oh my Lord ISylbf 
"but are you, will you be true ? then sigh*d and 
stretch'd — I swear I \ydfi. half afraid. 

M^tel. She*s strangely altered then. 
This morning two new consuls must be cl^osen. 
If they are true, those tidings thou hast brought m^ 
Wait ^hile she wakes, and tell her 'tis my pleasuc^ 
At my return from the Forum, that I see her— 

\Exit Meteuus. 
Nurse. So so ! — here will be sweet doings in tinoe. 
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How many hundred lies a day must I tell^ to keep 
this family at peace ? 

EnterJLxvnoA. 

Lofo. Oh Nurse ! where art thou ? is my father 
g<me? 

Nur$t. Gone? yes; and I would I were gone too. 

Lao. Why dost thou sigh \ what cause bast thou 
to wish so ? 
Wert 'thou distressM^ unfortunate as I am^ 
Thou hadst then cause. 
What shall I do ? oh^ how alone am 1 1 
I walk methinks as half of me were lost : 
Yet^ like a maim*d bird, flutter, flutter on^ 
And fain would find a hole to hide my head in. 

Nurse. *Odds my boddikinsi but why thus dres8*d^ 
madam ? 
Why in this pickle, say you now ? 

iav. Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppose me^ 
Tor I am desperate, and resoly*d on death. 
In this unhappy, wayward, humble dress. 
After my love a pilgrimage FU take. 
Forsake deserted Rome, and fi^d my Marius. 

Nurse. And I must stay behind to be hanged up, 
like an old pole-cat in a warren, for a warning to 
all vermin tnat shall come after me. Would I were 
fairly dead for a week, 'till this were over. 

Lav. This morning's opportunity is fair. 
When all are busy in electing consuls ; 
I shall esca])e unseen without the gates. 
And this night in a litter reach Salonium. 

Nurse. I care not ; Til have nothing to do in*t. 

You shan't stir. Nay, I'll raise the house first. 

Why Clddius ! Catulus I Sempronia ! Thesbia ! men 

and maids, where are you ? Oh ! oh ! oh ! 

[Lav. gets from her. ^une falls down. Ej^ithAv. 
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Enier Clodius, 

Clo. What's the matter, mifltresB ?' 

Nurse. Oh Clody, doHf, dekr Clody, is't thee, 
■n^4e«ffi.CNj!?: H«lp ii»e,: Jjelp-iflp/upfc i Roi^ to 
my lord to the Forum presently; t^ll 1^ his trea- 
/HIRV' »^K>Wi},-.lHB hpu^ on fir^„hia dwpghterdead, 
^d< I «}a -wadi Runj fufl. .^YonUl notran. Oh! 
(All [^Ej;eunt. 

SCENE II. 

■ ' Th£' Country. 

Enter seieral Herdsm^ix beldngitig to Maws, 

1 Herds. Grood-morrowj brother;, you have heard 
the news. 
;2rvff«r(ilr. .New8Ctuoth-«? bim ne,iv8> trvily. 

1 Hertk*' Why, they eay our lord and master^ 
atepp'd a one side. Is there any thing, io't trow ? 

2 Herds. Any thiagin't? alas-a-4ay! alas-a-day! 
sad dmeftl sad times, brotlier! not a penny of mo- 
nay 'stirring. 

, 1 Herd*. Nay, I thought the^ was no good wea- 
ther tt>ffE(rds,: when my l»ld-&ced beiftr atuc^ up 
her tail eastward, and ran back intOia:new quic^- 
aet, which I bad just made to- keep the mine from 
the beans. 

2 Herds. And the t'other night, as. I waa ataup- 
per, in thechimtieyKwmer, a whole j^i^ily^of swal- 
|0>vs, that had occupied a tenement (heee seven 
yean, fell down, nest and alt, itoto thi«.i>QtTidge^»^ 
—i ^il'd the broth. Sad' times! sacCthnea! bro- 

r! - , 

i- Herds. Didyou.meet no trpopera.this way^ 

i Herds. Troopers ? I saw a parcel of raggoon- 



^rs, I think they call them, trotting along yon 
wood«side ^ upon rigged hide-bound jades. I war- 
rant they eane &r no goodnesa. ; • 

1 Herds. Twas to seek for lord Marins^ as sure 
as e^gs be eggs. These 'l^itious fplk make more 
stir in the world than a tt^0]iisi»n4,nien. Would my 
kme w€fre aU id .their st^Us* . 

JEnter jsweral Soldiers in guest of Marivs. 

iilJSbL Tbi» i^Xhe^yrsyi [ Hqw qow, you pack of 
boobies ? whose fools are you } 

a Heiyis. Why, we ai^ such fools as you i^re ; 
anyjbodies' fools that will pay ys our wages. , 

'2 'SoiL Do.yam belong to the trai^r Marius ? 

1 Herds. We belong to Caius Marius, an't Uke 
your wof ship. 

.1 aSSp/iT. Why this is a civil fellow. But you, r^^i^^ 
you are witty, and be hang'd, are you ? 
' ''%H&rds.rX'% ppor enough tp.be,wittyi as you*re 
poor enough to be valiant. (lad. I but money 
enough, rcr.no more be a wit than you'd be a sol- 
dier. 

2 Sol. Let the hungry churl alone. 

1 Sol. 'Hairk you, yon dpg : whereas your lord, 
the traitor Manus ? . 

2 fferds. In a whole skin, if he be wis e ' 
.1 &/..!WKere is he, you poltroon? 

iMerdSk J>x>k you, I J^eep his cows and 'his 
oxen here at Salonium, but I keep i^one of him. If 
you must needs know where h^ ipi then I must, needs 
tell you I don't know. 

1 Sol. Let's to his house hard by, and ransack 
that . Sirtah, if we mi^s of him, you may repent 
this. ^ [Exeunt Soldiers. 

1 Hehb. Tis ^1. ope to pie, L must pay my rent 
to somebody. 

2 Herds.^ Why, ; this, ,'tis ^now to be a great njan. 
Heavon k^ 'toe n, C9.wko9p§r still*-*^-^I say- 
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Enter Caius Ma&ius and Grakiu8. 

Caius Mar. Where are we ? are we yet not near 
Salonium ? 
Lead 'me to yonder shady poplar, where 
The poor old Marius a while may sit^ 
And joy in rest. Oh my distemper^ head ! 
The sun has beat his beams so hard upon me, 
That my brain's hot as molten gold. My skull ! 
Oh my tormented skull ! Oh Rome ! Rome I Rome t 
Hah ! what are those } ' 

Gra. They seem, sip, rural swains, 

Who tend the herds that graze beneath these woods, 

Caius Mar. Who are you ? to what lord do ye 
belong ? 

2 Herds. We did belong to Caius Marias once: 
but they say he's gone a journey : and now we be- 
long to one another. 

Caim Mar. Have ye forgot me then^ ungratefiil 
slaves! 
Are you so willing to disown your master r 
Who would have thought t'have found such base* 

ness here. 
Where innocence seems seated by the Gods, 
As in her virgin nakedness untainted ? 
Confusion on ye, ye sordid earthlings. 

\Exeunt all but one. 

1 Herds. Oh fly, my lord, your foes are thick 
abroad. 
Just now a troop of murderers passed this way. 
And ask'd with horror for the traitor Marius. 
By this time at Salonium, at 3rour house, 
They are in search of you. Fly, fly, my lord-— 

lEsit. 

Caius Mar. I shall be hounded up and 4lown the 
world. 
Now. every villain, that is wretch enough 
To take the price of bloody dreams of my throat, 
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Help and.Biipport me 'till I reach the wood^ 
Then go and find thy wretched brother out 
Asunder we may dodge oiir fate, and lose her. 
In some old hollow tree oro'ergrown brake 
rd rest my weary limbs *till danger pass me. 

Goes into the wood. 

4*4 , * 

4 

Reenter Soldiers. 

1 Sol. A thousand croWns ? *€is a reward might 

buy 
As many lires^ for they are cheap in Rome ; 
And 'tis too much for one. 

2 Sol. Let*s set this wood 
A flamingo if you think he's here^ and then 
Quickly you'll see th' old drone crawl humming 

out 
1 Sol. Thou always lov'st to ride full speed to 
mischief. There's no consideration in thee. Look 
you, when I cut a throaty I love to do it with as 
much deliberation and^ decency as a barber cuts a 
beard. I hate a slovenly murder done hand bver 
head : a man gets no credit by it. 

3 Sol. The man that spoke last, spoke well. 
Therefore let us to yon adjacent village, and souse 
ourselves in good Falernium. [Exeunt Soldiers. 

Cams Mar. Oh villains ! not a slave of those 
But has serv'd under me, has eat my bread. 
And felt my bounty— Drought ! parching drought ! 
Was ever lion thus by dogs emboss'd ? 
Oh ! I could swallow rivers : earth yield me water ; 
Or swallow Marius down where springs first flow^ 

Enter Marius junior, and G&anius. 

Mar jun. My father! 
Cams Mar. Oh my sons ! 
]^ar. jun. Why thus forlorn! stretch'd on the 
earth ? 



THE 
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Enter Martha.. 

Welly what art thpu ? 

Martha. Am I a stradiger to dite r 

M^ha*s my name, tbe Sjrrian prophetedS) 
That us*d to wait npon^ tlicfe with gpod-fert^me ; 
Till banish'd out of Rome for servi^ thee, 
Fve ever since inhabited these woodft, * ■ 
And searched the deepest arts of wise forekaowlet^. 

Caitis Mar. I know- theci now most well. • Whea 
thoa wert gone^ 
All my good fortune 1^ me, My^lov*d vultures. 
That us'd to hover <?ei* ttiy^ happy hfead, 
And prbmise honour in the day of battle^ 
Have since been seen lio more. Even birds of prej 
Forsake nnhappy MaWtis : men of pney 
Pursue him still./ Hast thoU no hopes in store? 

Martfiai A hundred spirits wait up^^my will,- 
To bring me tidkigk frdm th' eArthVlfer«heM conien, 
Of all that happens bUt'ih sfatesl^tid'dMn^^its : 
I tell thee, therefore, ' Rdme is' <ki<t5e tiibre thine, 
l^e. consuls have had Uow^, and CittMt^s •beaten. 
Who with his army comes to find tb^fe outi" 
To lead him back with terror to that^dity. 

Cains Mar. Speak on. . ^ i i . 

* Martha. Nay, ere thoii thiwkst; it heil be with 

thee. ' ' 

But let thy $ons> and these fair nylhpbfl^retil^. 
Whilst I relieve thy wearied eyes vAm sleep. 
And cheer thee in a dream witb^ pfo^sTd^ftl&l 

Mar.Jun. Come; toy LavitiikfOtanii^s, Well 
withdraw ' ' -.ir-f^: m*^ •. 

To some cool shade, and wdnder at our fortune. 

[^Ejreunt. 

. [Martha waves her H^itndA-^A 'Dance. 

Caius Mar. O rest, thou stranger to my senses, 

welcome. [JSBeeps* 
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Enter Seiraatuni^li Ruffiaiu • ... 

5brv. Teh Attiek'talebts ihlil) bef th^ ybvi^fl Ml, > 
Sextilrasjriyes tkdmtH^. 'Dispatch him safely. 

Ruf. Fear not^ he,nisver wakes a^in. 

Caius Mar. [^Askipri No more, 

rit bear no tndr^.. ^ MeteOtifs live ^ my, tao t ^ 
He dies, he dies* S6/b(E«ar him tb'the Tiber, 
And plimgis him to thie hbtMom: H^h; Antonitas ! ' 
Where afe nir 'f^«*dd ?- dispriteh thkt-tidkhi^ knave, 
Thit t4iotl''h4 i%6Ul4 be ddmg (lablick service; * 
Consumes his time in spteches to'the riibble. 
And sows sedition in a ^itj^,' Down, 
Do^pM ivith l^ompeius tooy tfiat cdl'd me traitor. ^ 
Hah ! art thou there ? welcome once more, old Ma^ 

rius. 
To Rome's tribunal. 

Rt^» Now*s the time. 

Caha Mar. > Standoff, 

Secure that Gaul--Dar*st thou kill Caius Marius ? 

[TFakh. 
Hah! speak? what art thou? 

Ruf, By S^tilitfs hired 

I hither <!amc( to take ybttr life. Spare mine. 
And T\\ for ever serve you at your feet 

Caius Mar. What barbVous slaves ai^ these, that 
envy me ■ 
The open air ; set prices on my head. 
As they would do on wolves that slay their tLotk'] 

[Trumpets. 
.-« • 
Ent^r SuLWTius. 

Tmmpets! Suljpitius, ^here hast thou been wan« 

d'nng 
Since the late storm that drdve us from each other ? 
- Sul. Why, doing mischief up aiid down the city; 
Picking up discontented fools,^ belying 
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The senators and goverament, destroying 
Faith amoiwt honest men, and praising knav 

Caius Mar. Oh \ but where'e Cinna? 

Sui. Ready to salute you 

EtUer Cinna attended reith Lictors and f 
Cin. RomaQB, once inore behold your coi 
Is that a fortune fit for Caius Marius i 
Advance ypur axes and your rods before I 
And give him all the customs of his hoix 
Caius Afar. Away : such pomp be 
wretehed Marius ? 
Here let me pay obedience to my cons* 

JjQg'i ma rmoaf- flnna njtlaHi thir £^o 
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Resolve to go^ or bound be tent to Sylla, 
With as much scorn as thou hast done one shame. 
Lav. Doy bind me^ kill me^ rack these limbs; 
nibearit. 
But, sir, consider still I am your daughter ; 
And one hour^s converse with this holy man 
May teach me to repent, and shew obedienoe. 

MtteU Think not f evade me by protracting time: 
Por if thou dost not, may the Gods forsake me, 
As I will thee, if thou escape my fuiy^— [£;rfV. 
'■ Lav. Oh ! bid me leap (rather than go to Sylla) 
From off the battlements of any tower, 
Qr walk in thievish ways, or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are: chain me with roaring bears ; 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel-house 
0'er*cover*d quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide mt with a dead man in his shroud : 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble: 
And ril go through it without fear or doubting^ 
To keep my vows unspotted to my lo ve 

Priest. Take here this phial then, and in thii 
moment 
Dnnk it, when straight through all thy veins shall 

run 
A oold and drowsy humour more than sleep : 
And in death's borrowed likeness shalt thou lie 
Two summer days, then wake as from, a slumber, 
'Till MarittS'bymy letters know what's past, 
And come by stealth to Rome. 

Lav. Give me; oh! give me: tell me not of 

fears. 
Priest. Farewell : be bold and prosperous. 

[Ejnt. 
Lav. Oh I fitfewd l 

Heaven knows if ever we shall meet again. 
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I have a faint cold fear thrills throneh my veins^ 

That almost freezes up the heat of life. 

I'll call him back again to. comfort me. 

Stay^ holy man. Biit what should he do here ? 

My dismal scene 'tis fit I act alone. 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 

Shall I to-morrow then be sent to Sy Ua ? 

No, no,— this shall forbid it ; lie thou ther e ■ 

[^Lavs down the dagger. 
Or how, if, when Fm laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Marius come 
To my relief? . There, there's a fearful point. 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 
Where for these many hundred years the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ? 
Where, as they say, ghosts at some hours resort^ 
With mandrakes* shrieks torn from the earth^s dark 

womb. 
That living mortals hearing them, run mad. 
Or if I wake, shall I not be distracted. 
Environed round with all these hideous fears. 
And madly play with my forefathers* joints ; 
Then in this rage with some great kinsman's bcmes 
As with a club dash out my desperate brains I 
What ? Sylla ? get thee gone, mou itaeagre lover : 
My sense abhors thee. Don't disturb my draught ; 
*Tis to my lord. IDrinksJ] Oh Marius I Marius! 

Marius ! lEjrit. 
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ACT ▼:, 

SCEjii'I. 

• • • " • , • » 

CiNNA^s Cainp deform the WalU of Rome. 

\Trumpef$ sound u Generd. 

Enter Ciki^A, CaIus MXRifis^ <iM£? SutPinus, 
Grai^iuSj /a;o Ambassadors^ Guards. 

Cin. Ambassadors frotn Romc^ ? how tma^y skves^ 
Traitors, and iyrants, villains, waS I callM 
But yesterday ? yet now their consul Cinna ! 
Oh I what an excellent master i$ ati army. 
To teach rebellious cities manners'! Say, 
My friend and colleague, Marius, snail We hear 

them ? ^ 

Caius Mar. Whom ? ' 

Cin.; f. I : The ftmbassadors. 

Ciius Mar. From whence ? 

Cin. From Rome, 

CmUs Mar. My loving coutitrymta ; they must 
be heard. 
Or Sylla will bb angr y ■ 

Cin. In tvhat state 

And pageantry the solid lumps move on ? 
And though they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ill-order'd pomp and awkward pride. 
Who are ye ? and from whence ? 

1 Ambas. From wretched Rome, 

To thee, most mighty Cinna, and to thee. 
Most dread lord Marius, in her name we bow. 

Cin. What's your demand ? 

1 Ambas* Hear but our humble prayers, 
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And all demands be made by Godlike Cinna. 
Whither^ oh ! whither will your rage puraue us ? 
Must all the £irtuxies and the lives of llpme 
Su^r for one miscarrii^ of hdf masters ? 
Your sorroiprful a£BUcted qriOther^ Borne^ 
In whose kind bosom yoii .were.nuiVd and bred^ 
Stretches her trembling arms £ iinplore your pity* 
Fold up your dreadful ensigns, ana lay by 
Your warlike terrors, that ^i^€ her. matrons. 
And (x>a» to.>her, ^te jsorrows quite overwhelm 

her. 
But come like isons that bring' their parjents JQy : 
Enter her gUtes with dove-like peace before ye, , . 
And fee no blofiidy slaughter stain heristreets. . 

Cin. Thus 'tis you thidk to heal up smarting 
honour. 
By pouring flattering halm into the. wound, . 
Whieh'for It time may make it whole and, &ir : 
Till the false medicine be at last diaeoverM, 
And tlien it rankles to a sore again. ,* 
Take this my answer : I will enter Aome ; 
But, for my force, Til keep it still my own. 
Nor part with power to give it: to my foes. 

Cuius Mar. Sulpitius, see. What abject slaves are 
these? such base 
Deformities a long robe hides. 

SuL I cannot but laugh to, think on't 

Caius Mar. What } 

Sul. How these, politic noddles^ that lopk :so grave 
upon the matter in the senate-house, will laugh and 
grin at one another, when they are set a sqnning 
upon the capitol. . 

2 Amioi. May we return with joy into our ^ity, 
Proelaiming peace^ s^eed with Heaven and you ? 

Cin. Gd tell diem we expect due homage paid, 
Of evely. senator exnect acknowledgment. 
Mighty rewards, ana offices of honour* 
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lAmbas. But on that brovr th^ still • aj^pears a 
cloud. 
That neirer rose without a following storm. 

Caius Mar. Alas ! for me a simple baufsb^ci man, 
Driven from my country by the ri^t of law, 
And justly pbnish'd as my ilU dese^'d, - 
Thitik . not of me : whatever are his resolves, * 
I shall obey. . 

Both Ambas. May all ' the Gods reward you— 

[£^et^fff Ambasiladors und Attendants. 

Cin. Now, Marius. 

Caius Mar. Now> my Giima; 

Cin. Are not we 

True bom of Rome, true sons of such k mother ? 
How I adore thy temper! 

Caitis Mar. Those two knaves. 

Those whining, fawning, humble j pliant villains, 
Would cut thy throat or mine for half a drachma* 

Cin. Let's not delay a moment. 

Caius Mar. Oh ! let's fly^ 

Enter this cursed city ; nay, with smiles too. 
But false as the adulterate promises 
Of favourites in power, when poor men court them. 

Cin. They always hated me, because a soldier. 

Caitis Mar. Base natures ever grudge at things 
above them. 
And hate a power they are too much obliged to. 
When fears are on them, then their kindest wishes 
And best rewards attend the gallant warrior : . 
But, dangers vanished, infamous neglect, 
111 usage and reproach are all his portion, • 
Or at the best be^s wedded to hard wants. 
Robbed of that little hire he tbilM and bled for. 

SuL rd rather turn a bold true-hearted rogue. 
Live upon prey, and hang for't with my fellows ; 
Than, when my honour and my country's cause 
Call me to dangers^ be. so basely branded. 
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: What ? won't it do ? 

dotlies ? and down again? 
i^ady! lady! lady! 
my lad/s aead. 
IT I was born! 

'.»>a ! my lord m y lad y 

■ / \ • 
nter Metjsllus. . , . 

Y<wr only f daughterV dead" ; 
iug^ 9tfK:k^b> or doorwnaiL 
a\ ccdd^ and pale.. Where ai^tkj 

lutiea now? : : . ) 

s that have; warm'd: ^a many hioarts ? 
that ^ner felt her eoiiqii«ringbeau^> 
ye break;. Arid all ye eyes, that bnguidi'd 
i ^aviniq^^i I^^hitnes8y weep^mth me^ 
ief grow general^ and the world's in tears. 
•irse. Oh day ! oh d(lyl6hd&y!oh bitefulda^I 
er wa6 %ebn ;8Q; bbick a day asithis. * 
. day ! oh woeful day ! oh day^ like night I 
Mep€L Na iBwe^ wua.in her bridal ornaments 
)ress'd as she is she shall be. borne to*' burial, ' , ; 
ill the vsepulchre* where our forefathers rest* 
fie't AoM$ MthilstaU tfiings !wieiiQr,4ain'd for joy 
Turn ih>m :thdr officei ^ndasslst innitdBess;. [Exit. 
Nurse. It shall be done^-aad done and ov^iwiQiieb 
as we are unidoiie. .,Apd I will sigh and ci^.till I 
am swelled as big as a pumkin. Nay, my poor 
baby, FU taike care thou wait not die forndthiog; 
for I will wash thee with my tears, perfume thee 
with my .sighs, and stick ^ flower in every part about 
thee. . : :[£^jY. 
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SCENE II. 

Metbllu6'» Htmse* 

. Enter Metellus, 

'Mettl. Apeaceiwitti MMiiiii! O most bate.snb- 
musionl 
That over-ruUng feard should weigh up reason? 
Was not tiie-ti^ ours j 'and Sylla too • ^ Mt «• <•. 
At CSapua/ almost in a. trumpet's call ? 
And to submit! Could I but once hkrorfeugfat for% 
I might. hlivemdt this Maidttsf in larms^ 
And been revenged for all the mischidis done me. 
Nurse. 



I » 



i^;i/^r 'Nurse. 

Nurse. Here^ an't shall please you. 
Met el. Go^ wake Laviuia. Tell her^ she most 
• • hence 
For Capua this morning ; for the truce 
Favours her journey^ and secures her paaaage^- 

[Exit. 

Scene draws and discovers hAvmiJi Q^ a Couch. 

Nurse. Wake her^ poor titmousel-it will be as 

. _ peevish, , 

ril warrant you, and rub its nyes, and so frown now. 
Well : Mistress ! why, Lavinia I ' fast, I warrant her. 
.Why, lamb ! why, lady ! fye, you slug-a-bed. 
What, not a word ? you take your pMfkyworth now, 
.Sleep for a week ; for the next night (my woid fi>r*t) 
Sylla takes care that you shall rest but little* 
Gods forgive me— 

Marry and Amen. How sound is she asleep? 
I must needs wake her. Madam! madam! madam! 
Now should your lover find you in this posture^ 



iVn^Mt 
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He*d fright you op rfaithi What? won*t it do? 

Dress*d too ? and m j^aurclofl^? and down again? 

Nay, I inust wake you, Lady ! lady ! lady I 

A1«B^{ ailm ! hi^> )hel|>> iii^ 

Ah I well-a-day that evi^r I was bom ! 

Some aqua viV^: lioa f ifn^ lord-^— — »my lad y 

^nter Metjsllus. . , 

.■,Nune* : Ywrqnly*daoghterV!d«iidf; 

J>Qad as. a barrii^j, 4tEKsk^b> ordooisnaiL . 

Metel. S(iff,/, Aip^d^ and pale. .: Where ai^ tky 
Isieaujtiea now ? , ) 

Thy bluwho^; Jtbat have, warw'd «o^ many hearts ? 
AlLheatt9i;.thal: ^nerfelt. her eonqneriog beau^^ 
Sigh till ye.hra»h ;, Arid all ye eyes that languished 
I»k 4»yv ;l4tviniqa9i Ixr^hitnesay w^ep^mth me, » 

Till grief srow general, and the world's in tears. 

iSTfir^e.^ day 1 oh day! 6h d&y ! '6h Kiteful da^ I 
Njeirer wm %ebn;S9:bbick a day as^thisJ y 
Ph day I oh woeful day ! oh day^ like night I 

MeP€L Na iBwe^ w^a.in her bridal prnau 
Dress*d as she is she shall be. bprnetoiburialy . : ; 
In the isepulchre* where our forefathers rest. . 
Be* t dojiir^i Mthilst aU itiings y^ <Qi:4ain'd ' for joy 
Turn from thtir office, ^nd.asslst in/iltdBess;. [£rtV. 

Nurse. It shall be done^-aad done and ov^iwloiieb 
as we are undone. ..AimI I will sigh and try. till I 
am sw^Uied as big as a pumkiu. Nay, my poor 
baby, Fll tinke care thou sjbalt not die for ndthiog; 
for I will wash thee with my tears, perfume thee 
with my sighs, and stick ^ flower in every part about 
thee. .. I , ^ lEsit. 
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SCENE III. 

Tht T(yrumr^h€Tt is placed the ComuPs Tributml. 

Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cit* Whither^ oh whither shall we fly for safety ? 
Already reeking murder^s in our streets^ 
Matrons with infants in their arms are butGher^^ 
And 'Rome appears one noisome house of slau^ter. 

2 Cit. Hear us^ ye 6od8> and pity our calamities. 
9top^ stop the fury of this cruel tyrant ; 

Or send your thunder forth to strike us dead^ 
Ere our owii slaves are masters of our throats. 

1 Cit. Ruin draws near us. Oh mv friend ! letTsfly 
To the altars of our Gods, and by the hands 
Of one another die, as Romans ought. {^Eseunt. 

' Enter Ancharius the Senator , and hU GrandsiMi. 

Child. Hide me, my grandsire; the ugly men 
are coming 
That kiird my mother and my sister Thesbie. 
Will they kill you and me too ? 

Ancha. Oh my child ! 

I cannot hide thee, nor know not what to do. 
Decrepid age benumbs my weary limbs : 
I can't resist, nor fl y 

- Childn Then here we'll sit ; 

Perhaps they'll not oome yet ; or if ther do, 
I'll &11 upon my knees, and beg your life. 
Tm a veiy little harmless boy ; < 

And when I cry, and talk, and hang about them^ 
•They'll pity sure my tears, and grant me all. 



Enter several Old Men in black, mth cypress 
wreaths^ leading Vir^ns in* white with myrtle^ 
who hpeel before the Tribunal. 

Then enter Caius Marius as Consul^ Lictors. Suj> 

pijius, and Guards. ' 



Caius Mar. I thank ye« Oodb^ ye have restored nte 
now. . [^Mounts the Tribunak 

What |iageantry is. this, SulpitiuB, ^here r 
Remove these starves, and bear them to their fetes, 

1 Old Man. We.. come not for ourselves^ but in 
'-'' the name ' . . 
Of Rome, to oflfer up pnr lives Ibr all. 
Pity a wretched state^ thou raging. god. 
And let loose all thy dreadful fury here. 

Caius Mar. I know ye all, great senators i ye ate 
The beads and' patronk of rebellious Rome. « 
Ye can be humble when affliction galls ye : 
And with^tiiat cheat at any timeye think . /. 

To charm a generous mind, though ye have wronged it. 
False are your safeties when indulged by power : 
For soon ye fatten and grow able traitonk 
False are 3rour fears; and your afflictions falser : 
For they cheat you, and ma^e you hope for mercy ^^ 
Which you shall never gain at Marius' hands^- 
Who trusts your penitence is more than fool. 
Rebellion will renew; ye can't be honest* 
You're never pleas'd but with the knavesthat cheatyon. 
And work your follies to their private ends. 
For your religion, like your clothes yeu wear it. 
To cnange and turn just as the fashion alters. 
And think you by this solemn piece of fi>oHng 
To hush my rage, and melt me into pity ? 
Advance, Sulpitius ; old Ancharius there. 
Who was so violent for my destruction. 
That his beard bristled at his face distorted ; 
Away with him. Dispatch these triflers tQo> ; v 
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fiuk^are die virgms^'caufle minQeyesbave seen them; 
Qt hmp. them for my warriors to. rgoice in. 

Ancha. THqu who vW«rt hom to be the pU^up of 
Rome, 
What wouldst thou do y^Ai me ? 

CaiM Mar. Dispose thee hence 

Amongist'the other oibl^ for the jawt . * • < . . . 
Of^hunery death^till Rome be parg'd of villains. 
Thou diestibr wronging Marius. 

ChUd. Oh^ my lond! 

fPdryo«t*mu8tbe a lord, youiam so angry) 
For my sake spare his life. I ha;feinor6iend 
But him to guard my tender^ years firom wrongs. 
When he is dead, whait^wiU beeomeiaf me^ / 
A poor and helpless^ orphan, aaked left 
To all the ills of the wide faithless world ? 

Caitu Mar. Tyoe: brace i this farat toe i. .monnt it 
on a spear. 
And make itssprawl toimake the grandsire sport. 

Child. Oemel man! J riLhai^ upon your. knees, 
Andnvkh my Uttleidyinghand&implors.yoa.: 
I may be £t to* do you some small pleasures, 
ni find^a thousand lender ways to please ymi ; 
Smile (when you rage, andt stroke you intoj miUness ; 
Play with. your manly .neck, and call you father : 
For mihev alas I the< Gods bane taken from me. 

Cam^Jl/4fr; "Young eeoeodilei 'Thus firom their 
: : motherfs.bsetets/.. . 
Are they: Snatrueted^ bred^ and taught in Booie. 
For that>e3dparalytio slav«, dispajtoh him : 
Let me'<not know he. breathes another moment. 
But spare this, !oau|e't has learned its lesson wdl. 
And Fve a softness in my. heart pleads for. him. 

Enter Messenger.. ' 

1 

Well now. J . .. : : 

il^eMw MeteUnsr-h ,- 
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CmH MarJ ' ' Hah I Metellus ?• WUi?; 

Mas: is iound.'^ * ••• .»v" j,.. ,| 

Caius Mar. Speak^ where! ? 

Mess. n (M r * In an old subwb cotMgei 

Upbraiding H ^ w Ftn y ^aad cniMligal yoitt fiM^lime. 

Caius Mar^ ^Haste^ let hini;be\pDe6flnrki fin* my 
own fuiy. •: • 

Clap, clap yoiir muidt for jey^ ye friends of Marios ; 
Ten thousand talratefolr the nellw TU |(ive thee« 
The core and bottom of my*tormeiil*s Mimdy 
And in a moment I ishallibe af eaet'i , .v,; 
Rome's walls no more shall be besmeared with bloody 
But peace tmd ghtdnete iflourisb in her stnsets. / : i 
Let's go. Metellus I we have found Metellos I 
Let every tongue proclaim aloud Metellus ; 
Till I have dash'd him oh the rock of fate. 
Then' be his name fprgot^and heard no more. [Esit. 

SCENE IV: 

' ' AChuftsh-yard. 

EntfirfAjmfVBjumarf... 

Mar.jun. At i have wandef'd musing te and fro. 
Still am I brought to^this unlucky plaor. 
As I had business with the horrid dead : 
Though could I trust to flattery of sleep, 
My dreams pt'esage sdme« joyful news at hand. 
My bosom's lord sits liglitly on his thnme^ 
And all this day an unaccUstom'd ^irit 
Lifts me above die ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead. 
And breath'd 8U<^h life with kisses on my lips„ 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 

Enter Catulus. 
Qatu. My lord already here ? 



; '» 
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Mar.jun. My trusty CHxAm, 

What new8 from my Lavinia ? speak^ and bless me« 

Catu. She's very weB.-*- — 
• Mar.jum Then nothing can be ill. 

Som^in^ thou seem'st to know tfaat^s terrible. 
Out with it boldly^ man ; what canst thou say 
Of my Lavinia ? 

Catu. But one sad word^ she's dead. 

Here in her kindred's vault I've seen her laid^ 
And have been searching you to tell the news. 

Mar. jun. Dead ? is it so ? then I defy yoo, 
stars ; 
Go, hasten quickly, get me ink and paper, 
^s done : I'll hence to night. 
Hast thou no letters to me from the priest ? 

Catu. No, my good lord. 

Mar.jun. No matter, get thee gon e ■ > 

[Ejnt CATUI.US. 
Lavinia ! yet Til lie with thee to-night ; 
But for the means. O mischief! thou art swift 
To catch the straggling thoughts of desperate men. 
I do remember an apothecary. 
That dwelt about this rendezvous of death : 
Meagre and very rueful were his looks ; 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones ; 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An alligator stuflTd, and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes. 
Green earthen-pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses 
Were thinly scattered to make up a show. 
Oh for a poison now ; his need will sell it. 
Though it be present death by Roman law. 
As I remember, this should be the house. 
His shop is shut ; with beggars all are holidays. 
Holla! Apothecary; hoa! 



^£Nfe tv.] CAIUS MARIU& • 30S 

Enffer Apothecary. 

Apo. Who*8 there ? 

Mar.jun. Come hither^ man/ 1 see thou art very 
poor; 
Thou mayest do any thing : here's fifhf drachmas^ 
Get me a draught of that will soonest me 
A wretch from all his cares : thou understand*st me. 

Apo. Such mortal drugs I have, but Roman law 
Speakp death to any he that utters them. 

Mar.jun. Art diou so base and full of wretched- 
ness, 
Yet fear'st to die ? Famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need and oppression stareth in thy eyes. 
Contempt and beggary hang on thy back ; 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich : 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Apo. My poverty, but not my will consent s » 
[Goes in, and fetches a phial ofpoison* 
Take this and drink it off, the work is done. 

Mar.jun. There is thy gold, worse poison to 
men's souls. 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world 
Than these poor compounds thou'rt forbid to sell. 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. ■ ■ ■ 
Farewell— buy food— -and get thyself in flesh. 
Now for the monument of the Metelli [Exit^ 

Scene draws, and shows the Temple and Monument. 

Re-enter Marius junior. 

Mar.jun* It should be here : the door is open too, 
Th' insatiate mouth of fate gapes wide for more. 

Snter Priest^ and Boy with a Mattock and Irofi 

Crow. 

Priest. Give me the mattock and the wrenchin|^ 
Ivon : 
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Now take this letter^ With what haste thou canst 
Find out young Marius^ and deliver it. [^Emt Boy. 
)^ow miyst I to the monument' doner ^ * 
What wretch is he that's entering into the tomb ? 
Some villain come to rob and spoil the dead* 
Whoe'er thpu art^ stop tby unhaUow'd purpose. 

Mar.Jun. Whoe'er thou art, i warn ui^ to be 
goiie. 
And do not interrupt my horrid purpose. 
For else, by Heaven^ Til tear thee joint by join^ 
And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs. 
My mind, and its ;intents are savage wild ' 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty- tigers, or the roaring sea; 

Priesf. Then as a sacrilegious slave I charge the^ 
Obey and go with me, or thou must xlie. 

Mar.jun. I know I must, and therefore I came 
hither. 
Good reyerence, do not tempt a. desperate man. 
By Heaven, I love thee better than myself: . 
For 1 against myself come hither arm'd. 
Stay not, be gone — ^Live, and hereafter say, 
A madman's mercy gave thee honest counsel. 

Priest. I do defy thy mercy and thy counsel^ 
And here will seize thee as a thief and robber. 

Manjuru Wilt thou provoke nie? Then bere, 
take thy wages. \KiUs him. 

Priest. I'm kill'd. Oh Marius I now too late I 
know thee. 
Thou'st slain the only man could dp ^ee good. 
Lavinia— ; — Oh ! — ^ [Dies. 

Mar.Jun. Let me peruse this face. 

It is the honest priest 'that joln'd our hands. 
In a disguise conceal'd. Give me thy'-hfifml i 
Since in ill fate's black roll with me thou'rt writ, 
I'll bury thee in a triumphaiit grave* ; 
Thou detestable maw, thou womb of dMlb, 
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Goi^*d with the dearest DBonel of the earthy . 
Thus will I force thy rotten jaws to opeD> 
And spitB of thee yet cram, diee with nx>veibod« 

' IFuli^ down the side of the tiMk 
Oh gorgeous ipahoe I ob my love ! my .wife ! 
Death has hei yet no pow«r upon thy beauty ; 
That is not oobquer'd* Beaiite*s'iensiKn yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy chedn $ 
And the pale^hjtf ist w>t advane'd yet there» 
Why art thourstiU a^fiiBr i Shall I believe 
That the lean monster Death is amorous^ 
And kei^ thee here in. darknesa fior his panuoio«r> 
For fear of that^ FU slay with thee for ever. ' * 

Come bitkcrcoMuety thou unsavoury guide : 
Here's to my lov e ^Drinks the tomtL 

And now eyes look your mst^ ' 
Arms take your last efnbraoe^ whibt on^ these Iqia 

I fix the seal' of an eternal contrac t 

Sha breathes and stirs. [Lavinia wake$i 

Lav. [m the icmb.'] Where am I ? Bless kne. 
Heaven ! 
"lis very &AA. : and yet here^s something warm-~ 

Mar.juB. She lives, and we shall both be made 



Speak^ my Idwinia^ speak some heavenly news^ 
And tell me how the Gods desigri to treat us. 

Lav. O I I' have slept a loi^ ten thousand years* 
What have they done with me ? FU not be used 

thns^ . 
rU not wed Sylla. Marius is my husband^ 
Is he not, sir? Methinks you are very like him. 
Be good Bs be is, and protect me. 

Mar.jttn. Hah ! 

Wilt thou not own me ; am I th^i but fike him i 
Much, much indeed I am chang*d from whdt I 

was; 
And ne'er shall be myself, if thou art lost. 

VOL. II. X 
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Lofo. The Gods hlive heard my vows; it ii mj 
Marius. 
Once more they have restored him to my qres. 
Hadst thou not come^ sure I had slept for ever. 
But there's a sovereign charm in thy embracesi 
That inight do wonders, and revive the dead. 

Mar.jun. Ill fate no more, Lavinia, now shall 
partus. 
Nor cruel parents, nor oppressing laws* 
Did not heaven's powers all wonder at our loves? 
And when thou toldst the tale of thy disasters, 
Was there not sadness and a gloom amongst diem! 
I know there was ; and they in pity sent mee. 
Thus to redeem me from this vale of torments, 
And bear me with thee to those hills of joys. 
This w(H*ld's gross air grows burdensome already. 
Fm all a god ; such heavenly joys transport me, 
That mortal sense grows sick, and iaints with tasting. 

[m 

Lav. Oh ! to recount my happiness to thee, 
To open all the treasure of my soul, 
And show thee how 'tis fili'd, would waste moretiDK 
Than so impatient love as mine can spare. 
He*s gone ! he's dead ! breathless : alais I my MarinS' 
A phial too ; here, here has been his bane. 
O churl ! drink all ? not leave one friendly drop 
For poor Lavinia ? Yet I'll drain thy lips. 
Perhaps some welcome poison may hang there, 
To help me to o'ertake uiee on thy journey. 
Clammy and damp as earth. Hah I stains of blood) 
And a man murder'd ? 'Tis th' unhappy Flamen.— 
Who fix their joys. on any thing that's mortal, 
Let them bciiold my portion, and despair. 
What shall I do ? how will the Gods dispose me? 
Oh ! I could rend these walls with lamentation. 
Tear up the dead from their corrupted graves. 
And daub .the face of earth with her own bowels. 
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Enter Caius Marius, and Guards driving in Ms- 

TBLLUS. 

Caius Mar. Pursue the slave ; let not his Gods 

protect him. 
Lav. More mitehiefs ! hah ! my father. 
Met el Oh ! I am slain. 

[Falls dawn and dies. 
. Lav. And murder*d too. When will my woies 
have end ? 
Come, cruel tyrant. 

Caius Mar. Sur6 I have known that face. 

Lav. And canst thou think of any one good turn 
That I have done thee, and not kill me fbr*t f 
Caius Mar. Art thou not calFd Lavinia ? 
Lav. Once I was. 

But by my woes may now be better known. 
Caius Mar. I cannot see thy fac e 
Lav. You must, and hear me. 

By this^ you must : nay, I will hold you fast. 

[Seizes his m>9rd. 
Caius Mar. What wouldst thou say ? where's all 

my rage gone now ? 
Lav. I am Lavinia, born of noble race. 
My blooming beauty conquered many hearts. 
But proved the greatest torment of my own : 
Though my vows prosper*d, and my love was an- 
swered 
By Marius, the noblest, goodliest youth 
That man e*er envied at, or virgin sigh'd for. 
He was the son of an unhappy parent. 
And banish'd with him when our joys were young ; 
Scarce a night old. 

Caius Mar. . I do remember it well. 
And thou art she, that wonder of thy kind. 
That couldst be true to exiFd misery, 

X 2 
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And to and fro through barren deserts range^ 
Td find ttf unhappy wrfetch thy ftottl was fetid of. 

Lav. Do you remembei^ it* Pf^\ ? 

Cuius Mar. In etisty point. 

Lav. You then were gentle, tbok me in your 
arsis. 
Embraced ine, Uess'd me, us^d me like a father. 
And. sure I wa^ not thankless for the bounty. 

Ciiius Mdr. No, thou wert, next the Gods^ my 
only comfort. 
When I lay lainting on the dry ])iirGh*d earth. 
Beneath, tne scorching besit of burning ndon, 
Hungiy and dry, no fobd nor friend to ch^r me : 
Then tRott^ as hy -thfe Gods aome angel sent, 
Cam'st by, and in compassion didst relieve me. 

Lav. Did I all this ? 

CaiiLS, Mar. Tb6u didst ; thou sav'dst my life, 
Else I had sunk betieath the weight of want. 
And been ^a prey to my remorseless foes. 

Lav. Aha see holy well I am at hat newarded. 
AH could .nc^ balance for the shortptermM life 
Of obe old man : yoti have my lather buliher'd. 
The only comfort I had left on earth* 
The Gods have taken too my husband from me ; 
See where he lies, you^ and my .only joy. 
This sword, yet reeking with my.&ther^s gore. 
Plunge it into my breast : plunge, plunge it dius. 
And now let rage, distraction, and despair 
Seize all mankind, till they grow mad a& I am. 

[Stabs herself with his sward. 

Caius Mar. Nay, now thou hast outdone me much 
in cruelty. 
Be nature's light extinguished ; let the sun 
Withdraw bis beams, and put the world in duk* 

ness, 
Whilst here I howl aw^ my life in sorrows. 
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Oil ! let me biiry me.aiid aUmy Am 

Here with this good old qua. Thus let me kiss 

Thy pale sunk cheeks, embalm thee with my tean. 

Mv son^ faonr eamert thott by thisx^retehed.end.? 

We inight hsiwe all faeen frieads, ai^d.ui one house 

£njoy'dkthe>hles8iiigs o£«ter«aI»{ieaoe« « 

But eih i lay cruel nature has undone me. 

Enter Messenger. 

Jiless. My lord, I bring you most disastrous news. 
Sylla's returned ; his army's on their march 
From Capua, and to-morrow will reach Rome. 
At which the rabble are in new rebellion. 
And your Sulpitius mortally is wounded. 

Enter Sulpitius, led by two of the Guards, and 

Granius. 

Caiw Mar. Ob I then Fm ruin'd. From this 
very moment. 
Has my goocl geiiius left me : hope forsakes me. 
The name of Syila's baneful to my fortune. 
Be warnM by me, ye great ones, how ye embroil 
Your country's peace, and dip your hands in slaughter. 
Ambition is a lust that's never quenched. 
Grows morie inflamed and madder by enjoyment. 
Bear me away, and lay me on my bed, 
A hopeless vessel bound for the dark land 
Of loathsome death, and loaded deep with sorrows. 

[£fe U led off, 
Sul. A curse on all repentance ! how I hate it ! 
rd rather hear a dog howl than a man whine. 
Gra. You're wounded, sir; I hope it is not 

much. 
SuL No ; 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 
as a church-door; but 'tis deep enough ; 'twill serve ; 
I am pepper'd, I warrant, I warrant for this world. 
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A pox on all madmen hereafter. If I get a nacMm- 
ment, lei this he my q[>itaph : 

Sulpitius lies here, that traubiesome dgce. 
That sent many hanester mem to the grave ; 
And died like afaolj when he^d liv^d Uke a knm^e. 

[Exeunt Omnes. 



EPILOGUE. 



A MISCHIEF onU ! though Fm again alive. 
May I believe this play of ours shall thrive ? 
This drumming^ trumpeting j andjighting play ! 
Why^ what a devil will the people say f 
The nation that's without j and hears the din, 
Will swear wire raising volunteers again. 
For know, our poet, when this play was made. 
Had nought but drums and trumpets in his head. 
Hid banisKd poetry and all her charms j 
And needs the fool would be a man at arms. 
No ^prentice ier grown weary of indentures 
Had such a longing mind to seek adventures. 
Nay, sure at last th* infection general grew ; 
For f other day I was a captain too : 
Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam. 
But, just as you were all, to stay at home. 
And now for you who here come wrapped in cloaks. 
Only for love of Under hill and nurse Noakes; 
Our poet says, one day to a play ye come. 
Which serves ye half a year for wit at home. ' 
But which amongst you is there to be found. 
Will take his third day's pawn for Jifiy pound? 
Or, now he is cashiered, will fairly venture 
To give him ready money for his debenture f 
Therefore, when he received that fatal doom. 
This play came forth, in hopes his friends would 

come 
To help a poor disbanded soldier home. 



TO HER GRACE THE 

DUCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH. 

Madam^ 

W ERE it possible for me to let the world know 
how entirely your Grace^s goodness has devoted a 
poor man to your service ; were there words enough 
in speech to express the mighty sense I have of 
your great bounty towards me; surely I should 
write and talk of it for ever : but your Grace had 
given me so large a theme, and laid so vast a foun- 
dation, that imagination wants stock to build upon 
it. I am as one dumb when I would speak of it ; 
and when I strive to write, I want a scale of thought 
sufficient to comprehend the height of it. Forgive 
me then, madam, if, as a poor peasant once niade 
a present of an apple to an emperor, I bring this 
small tribute, the humble growth of my little gar- 
den, and lay it at your feet. Believe it is paid you 
with the utmost gratitude : believe, that so long as 
I have thought to remember how very much I owe^ 
your generous nature, I will ever have a heart that 
shall be grateful for it too: your Grace, next 
Heaven, deserves it amply from me ; that gave me 
life, but on a hard condition, *till your extended 
favour taught me to prize the gift, and took the 
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heavy burden it was clogged with from me ; 1 
mean^ hard fortune. When I had enemies, that 
with malicious power kq;>t heckj ^ifd shaded me 
from those royal beams, whose warmth is all I 
have, er h^oipe to live b^; your noble pity an4 joom- 
passion found fne, where I was far cast backward 
from my blessing;, down in the rear of fortune; 
called me up, placed me in the shine, and I have 
felt its comfort. You have in that restored me to 
ipy native right; for. a steady fcitib* w4 Ipyalty to 
wy prince, was all the iiiheritan^^ my. ^ther left 
Itie : . wd. biowever hafdly my ill i^rt^ne. deal with 
I9ae,it is what I prize so well, that I nfver.pawned 
it yet, and hppe 1 never e^bi^l paft with itr N^laiie 
and fortune were .certainly in lei^v^ when you w^ 
horn : amd. as the first took care to giye you beauty 
^eaeiigh to onslave the hearts oi all the world, so 
the other resolved to ,do its merit justice, that none 
tot a. monarch, fit to rule that world, should ear 
possjess it ; . and ^n it he l|ad an eippire. The young 
prince you have given«^im, by his blooi;aing virtues^ 
^arly declares the mighty stock he came i^p^ ; and 
AS you have taken .aJl the pioup , care of a dear 
mother and a prudent guardian, to give him a noUe 
4ind gi^nerous eduqa^ion ; jyaay it succeed according 
Ip his merits a^d you[r wishes : may he grow up to 
be a bulwark to. his, illustrious father, and a patron 
to. his loyal subjects; with wisdom and learning to 
^spisthim, whenever called to his councils ; to de- 
fend his right against the encroachments of repab- 
liqans in his senates ; to cherish such men as shall 
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be able to vindicate the royal cause ; that good and 
fit servants to the crown may never be lost for want 
of a protector. May he have courage and conduct^ 
fit to fight his battles abroad^ and terrify his rebels 
at home ; and that all these, inay be yet more 
sure^ during the spring time of his years^ when 
thMe growing^vivtoes opght with' cand tobe oberished 
in order to th^ir ripfeniflij^^ may he liever meet wiitk 
vicious nsLtar^is;, or the tongues of faithless^ s(mlid; 
insipid flatterers^ to bladt thi^m. To conclude ; may 
he be as great as the hand of fortune, with his 
honour^ shall be able to make him : and may, your 
Cfrace^ wha«re so good a mistress, and so^ noble a 
patroness, never meet with' a less grateAil sdrvasiC^ 
than, 

Madam, 

Your Grace's entirely 

devoted creature^ 
THO. OTWAY. 



PROLOGUE. 



IN these distracted times j wkm each tnan dreads 
The bloody stratagems of busy heads; 
When we ha?ve feared three years we know not whaty 
*Till witnesses begin to die tf the rot. 
What made our poet meddle with a plot? 
Wait that he fancied for the very sake 
And name of plot ^ his trifling pldy might take? 
For there^s not irit one inch-Soard evidence^ 
But ^tisj he says, to reason plain and sense. 
And that he thinks a plausible defence. 
Were truth by sense and reason to be tried; 
Sure all our srvearers might be laid aside. 
No, of such tools our author has no need. 
To make his plot, or make his play succeed: 
He, of black bills has no prodigious tales. 
Or Spanish pilgrims cast ashore in Wales; 
Heres not one murdered magistrate at least: 
Kept rank like venison for a city feast : 
Grown four days stiff, the better to prepare 
And Jit his pliant limbs to ride in chair: 
Yet here^s an army raised though under ground, 
But no man seen,' nor one commission found: 
Here is a traitor too, thafs very old^ 
Turbulent, subtle, mischievous, and bold. 
Bloody, revengeful, and, to crown his part, 
Loves fumbling with a wench with all his heart; 
*Jtll after having many changes past. 
In spite of age, thanks f Heaven, is hanged at last. 
Ne*vt is a senator that keeps a whore; 
In Venice none a higher office bore; 
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To lewdness every night the letcher ran: 
Slww me all London such another nian^ 
Match him at Mother Gremdld's if you can. 

Poland^ Poland! had it been thy lot, 
Thave heard in time of this Venetian plot; 
Thou surely chosen hadst one king from thence^ 
And honoured them as thou hast England since. 



DRAMATIS PERSONM^ 



t)uke of Venice. 

Priuli^ Father to Belvidera, a Senator. 
Antonio^ a fine Speaker in the Senate. 
Bedamar^ the Spanish Ambassador.'^ 

Pierre, 

Renault, 

Spinosa, 

llieodore, 

Eliot, 

Revillido, 

Durand, 

Mazzana, 

Bramveil, 

Temon, 

Brabe, 

The Council of Ten. 

Officer y Guard, Friar ^ Executioner and Rabbk. 



ConajHratan. 






WOMEN. 



Belvidera. 

Aquilina. 

Two JVomen, Attendants on Belvidera^ 

Two TVomenj Servants to Aquilina. 
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VENICE PRESERVED; 



OR, 



A PLOT DISCOVERED. 



maatamsmoBi 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

Enter Priuli and Jaffbir. 

Pri. No more I Til hear no more ; be gone and 
Itove me. * 

Jqf. Not hear me I by my sufieringSj^ but you 
shall! 
My lord, my lord^ Fm not that abject wretch 
You think me: patience! where's the distance 

throws 
Me back so far, but I may boldly speak 
In right, though proud oppression will not hear me I 

Pri. Have you not wronged me ? 

Jqf. Could my nature e'er 

Have brooked injustice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent mvself. 
To. gain a hearing from a cruel father I 
Wrong'd you ? 

Pri. Yes ! wrong*d me in the nicest point ; 

The honour, of my house; youVe done me wrong; 

VOL. 11. Y 
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You may remember (for I now will speak, 
And urge its baseness) when you first came home 
From travel, with such hopes as made you lookM on 
By all men's eyes a youlii of expectation ; 
PleasM with your growing virtue, I received you, 
Courted^ and sought to raise you to your merits : 
My house^ my table, nay, my fortune, too^ 
My very self, was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your best service ; like an open friend, 
I treated, trusted you, and thought you mine ; 
When, in requital of my best endeavdui^, 
You treacherously practis*d to undo me, 
8educ*d the weakness of my age*s darling, 
My only child, and stole her from my hoaom : 
Oh, Belvidera ! 

Jqf. 'Tis £o me you owe her ; 

Childless you had bteen-ejUe^ ap4 in the mve; 
Your name extinct, no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, jscarce five years are past, 
Since, in your brigantihe, you* sail'd to see 
The Adriatib wed&dby our diike, . 
And I was with you : your unskatfU' pilot 
DxshU tscgpoh a rock; wbe^ t» yam \Mt 
You made for safely ; entered first !}^buhelf: 
Th* affrighted Belviderb Mk>wittg. next, 
As she stood trembfing ba the rfssel's side, 
Was by a wave wash'd off* into the dedp ; 
When instantly I plbhg^d mto the sea^ 
And buffeting the bitlowB to* her rescue, . 
Redeem'd her life with ii»lf the loss of miae. 
Like a rich conqiiest, in one hand I bore her, 
And widi the other dash'd the saocy^ wiives, 
That throng'd and ptiess'd to rob m^ of my prize : 
I brought her, gave her to your .despairing arms : 
Indeed, you thankM me ; but a nobler gratitode 
Rose in her soul ; for from that hour ishe lovd t^ 
Till for her Kfe she paid me with herself. 
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PrL You stole her frem me ; like a thief, you 
stole her 
At dead of 'tiigbt*; that cUrsed hour you chose 
To rifle me of aH my heart held dear. 
May allyourjoys'in het prove felse like mine ; 
A sterile fortune, and a barren bed^ 
Attend fok both! ; continual discord make 
Your' days aind nighb^ bitter and grievous : still 
May the hard band of a vexatious need 
Oppress and grind you ; till at last you find 
The curse of disobedieDiGe all your portion. 

Jiif. Half of yoiir • curse you have bestow'd in 
vain : 
Heaven has already crown*d our faithful loves 
With a young boy, sweet as his mother^s beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grand- 
sire, * ^ 
And happier than his father ! * ^ ' * 

Pri. Rather live 

To bate thee for his bread, and din your ears 
With hungry cries : whilst his unhajppy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterness of^ want. 

Jqf. You talk as if 'twould ^ase you. 

Pri. 'Twould, by Heaven! 

Once she was dear, indeed; the drops that fell 
From my sad heart, when she forgot her duty. 
The fountain of my life was not so precious : 
But she is gone, and if I am a man 
I will forget her. 

Jaf. Would I were in my grave. 

Pru And she too with thee ; 
For living here, you're but my cursM remembrancers 
I once was happy. 

Jqf. You use me thus, because you know my 

S01]|l 

Is fond of Belvidera : you perceive 

My life feeds oi{ her, therefore thus you treat nie ! 

Y2 
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Oh ! could my soul have ever knon^n satiety ; 
Were I that thief, the doer of such wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might send her back to you with contumely. 
And court my fortune where she would be kinder ! 

Pri. You dare not do't. ■ 

Jaf. Indeed, my lord^ I dare not 

My neart, that awes me, is too much my master : 
Three years are past since first our vows wer& 

plighted. 
During which time the world must bear me witness, 
Tve treated Belvidera like your daughter. 
The daughter of a senator of Venice ; 
Distinction;, place, attendance, and observance 
Due to her birth, she always has commanded ; 
Out of my little fortune Tve done this ; 
Because (though hopeless e*er to win your nature) 
The world might see, I lov'd her for herself. 
Not as the heiress of the great Priuli. 

Pri. No more ! 

Jqf. Yes! all, and then adieu for ever. 

There's not a wretch that lives on common charity 
But*s happier than me : For I have known 
The luscious sweets of plenty ; every night 
Have slept with soft content abbut my head. 
And never wak*d but to a joyful morning ; 
Yet now must fall like a full ear of com. 
Whose blossom *scap'd, yet's withered in the ripening* 

Pri. Home, and be humble, study to retrench ; 
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall. 
Those pageants of thy folly ; 
Reduce the glittering trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little state ; 
Then to some suburb cottage both retire ; 
Drudge, to feed loathsome life; get brats, and 

starve—* 
Home, home, I say — [JE«n/. 
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Jaf. Yes, if my heart would let me— 

This proud, this swelling heart: home I would go,' 
But that my doors are hateful to mine eyes, 
Fiird and damm*d up with gaping creditors. 
Watchful as fowlers when their game will spring : 
I've not now fifty ducats in the world. 
Yet still I am in love, and pleased with ruin. 

Oh, Belvidera ! Oh ! she is mv wife 

And we will bear our wayward fitte together. 
But ne*er know comfort more. 

£i}/er Pierre. 

Pierre. My friend, good-morrow ! 

How feres the honest partner of my heart ? ' 
What, melancholy ? not a word to spare me ? 

Jqf. Fm thinking, Pierre, how that damned 
starving quality, 
Caird honesty, got footing in the world. 

Pierre. Why, powerful villany first set it up, 
For its own ease and safety : honest men 
Are the soft easy cushions on which knaves 
Repose and fetten: were all mankind villains. 
They'd starve each other ; lawyers would want prac- 
tice. 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill his bro- 
ther 
Himself; none would be paid or hang*d for murder : 
Honesty : HwaS a cheat, invented first 
To bind the hands of bold deserving rogues. 
That foots and cowards might sit safe in power, . 
And lord it, uncontroll'd, above their betters. 

Jqf. Theh honesty is but a notion ? 

Pierre. Nothing else: 

Like wit, much talked of, but not to be defin d : 
He that pretends to most, too, has least share in*t ; 
'^is a ragged virtue : Honesty ! no more on't. 

Jqf. Sure thou art honest ? 
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Fierte.:^ ,. §k>,. imdeed, men thhik me, 

But jU^yVe mistaken^ JafBer : Vm a TPgue, 
As well,a§th^>, ;, .. . ;, , 

A fine^^gf^j^^bold^facM villain^ ^a^ thouseest me: 
"TiB'tme^ Ifjpay-my debts. wi|enth^y*re caotracted; 
I steal from no fnan ; would npt :^i;^^ ^iraat 
To gain.a^mi^Bion to a great. man!$ pprse^ 
Or a whora'a bed ; F-d.not betray jny^fnend^. 
To get hisiplace or fortune :. I scorn to flatter 
A blown-up fool above v^p^^ pr crush ^tbe wretch be- 
neath me : 
Yet, Jaffeir, for all this, I ama villain. 

Jaf, A villain! 

Pierre^ Y^s, a. most notorious villain : 

To see the sufferings of ipy feUaw*cres|tures^ 
An4 own myself a man :/to see our senators 
Cheat the deluded people with, a shew 
Of liberty, whicli yet they ne*er must taste of; 
They say, by them our hands are free from fetters, 
Yet whom they please they lay in basest bonds; 
Bring whon[i they, please to infamy and sorrow ; 
Drive 41S, like wrecks, down the rough tide of 

power. 
Whilst no hold's left to save us fi^)m destruction ; 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to rouse up at the great call of. nature. 
And check the growth 5)f these dom€;stic spoilers, 
That make us slaves, and tell us 'tis our charter. 

Jqf. Oh, Aquiliiu^ ! Friend, to Ipse such beau^, 
The dearest purchase of thy noble labours ; 
She was thy right by conquest, as by love, v 

Pierre. Oh, Jaffeir ! I'd so fix'd my heart upon 
her, 
That wheresoe'er I fr^m*d a -scheme of life 
For time to come, she was. my only joy. 
With which I wish'd ta sweeten future cares ; 
I fancied pleasures, nonf^ but one that loves 
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And 4oatB as I dni^ can imagine Hke them : 

When in Ae •eiftnemity of all thete hopesj^ 

In the most charming hour -tuf expectation^ 

Then iviien dm* eager wishes soar 'the highest^ 

Ready t^ sCoob <aim graSsp the loVety game^ 

A haggard >owl^ a worthless Inte of prey^ 

With his 'foul wings sAiFd in^ and spoiPd my 

quarry. 

Jaf. I know tl)e wretch> and scorn him as thoU 
hafsihim. 

Pierre. €mrse oh the common good that's sq 
protected^ 
Where every shve that heaps up wealth enough 
Ta do riQuch wrong, becomes a lord ^f right : 
I, who believ*d no ill could e'er come near me, 
Foun^ in th* embraces of my Aquilina . ' 
A wr^c^ied 414; but itehing senator ; ' 
A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title ; 
A rogue, llittt uses beauty like a lamb-skin. 
Barely to keep him warm ; that filthy cuckoo 
Was, in my' lihsence, crept into my nest, 
And spoiling all my brood of noble pleasure. 

Jiif. Didst' thou not chase him hence? 

Pierre. I did, and drove 

The riink old bearded Hirco stinking home : 
The miitter was complain'd.of in the senate, 
I summoned to appear, and censur'd basely. 
For violating something they call ^rii?i7e^e— -— ' 
This was the recom pence of my -service. 
Would rd been rather beaten by a coward : 
A soldier^S' mistress, Jafieir, is his religion, 
When that's pro&n*d, all other ties are broken : 
That e'en dissolves all former bonds of service. 
And from that hour I think myself as free 

To be the foe as e^er the friend of Venice ■" 

Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thou call'st, I'm ready. 

Jqf. I think no safety can be here for virtue^ 
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And grieiye, my friend^ as much fti thou> to live 
In such a wretched state as this of Venice^ 
Where all agree to spoil the public good. 
And vijilains fatten with the brave man's, labours. 

Pierre. , We've neither safety, unity> nor peaoe. 
For the foundatioi;i*s lost of common good ; 
Justice is lame as well as blind ainoqgst u« ; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make them) 
i^erye but for instruments of some new tytaniiy> 
That every day starts up t'enslave us deeper : 
Now coyld this glorjous cause but find out firiends 
To do it right ! oh , JafTeir ! then mighf st thou 
Not wear these seals of woe upon thy face : 
The proud Priuli should be taught humanity^ 
And leara to value such a son as thou art. 
I dare not speak ; but my heart bleeds this moment 

Jqf. Curs'd be the cause,, though I, thy friend> 
be part on*t. 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom^ 
For I am us*d to misery, and perhaps 
May find a way to sweeten^t to thy spirit. 

Pierre. Too soon 'twill reach thy knowled ge 

Jaf. Then from tbee 

LfCt it proceed. There^s virtue in thy friefidship 
Woula make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing. 
Strengthen my constancy, and welcome ruin. 

Pierre. Then thou art ruin*d ! 

Jqf\ . That I lon^ since knew ; 

I and ill- fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pierre. I pass'd this very moment by thy doors, 
And found them guarded by a troop oi villains ; 
The sons of public rapine were destroying : 
They told me, by the sentence of the law. 
They had. commission to seize all thy fortune : 
Nay, more ; PriuH^s cruel hand halh signed iU 
Here stood a ruffian with a horrid face, 
Lording it o'er a pile of massy plate, 
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Tutobled inll6 a heap* for public sale : 
There was another making villanous jests 
At thy undoing;,; i he had' ta*en ]x>ssessioQ' . 
Of all thy ancient most domestic ortiamentSi. 
Rich han^nes^ intermixed and wrought miii gold i 
The very.bed> which on thy wedding'^night 
Received .thee to the arms, of Belvideira.; ' . / - 
The scen^ of all thy joVs, was violated 
By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon viUains^ ^ 
And thrown amongst the comnkon lumber^ : 
Jii/*. Now, thank Heaven- 
Pierre. Thank Heaven 1 for what ? 
Jiff. That Vm not worth a duc^t. 

Pierre. Curse thy dull stars; and the wprs^ &t^ 
of Venice, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are false ; 
Where there's no trust, no truth ; where innocence 
Stoops under vile oppression, and vice lords it ; 
Hadst thou but. seen, as I did, how. at last 
Thy beai|teous Belvidera, like a wretch 
That's doom'd to banishment^ came weeping forth, 
Shining thrbi^h tears, like April-suns in showers. 
That labour to &*ercome the cloud that loads fheim ; . 
Whilst two young virgins, on whose arms she 

lean'd. 
Kindly lodc'd up, .and at her grief grew sad. 
As if they catch*d the sorrows that fell from. her : . - 
E'en the lewd rabble that were gathered round 
To see the sight, stood mute when they beheld 

her ; . ' 

Govern'd their roaring throats^ and grumbled pity : 
I could have hugg'd the greasy rogues ; they pleas'd 

me. 
Jqf. I thank thee for this story, from my soul. 
Since now I know the worst that can befall me: 
Ab, Pierre I I have a heart that could have borne 
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Hie roughest nroag imy finrtuoe oatM have ^one 

But when I'Uiink w^iatBelvidera feeli,' 
The bittemessherteuder'SpirittuteB of, 
IidvmiimrEelf a eowArd : ibear my weaknew. 
If throwing' thus my arm»' about thy neck, 
I play the boy, -ana Uubber in thy boioiii. 
On ! I shall drown thee 'frith my sorrows I 

Pierre:^ Bom! 

First burn, and level Venice to tiiy tutd. 
What, starve like beg^P^ -bvats in Irosty weather, 
Under a hedge, and whine oarselves-todeatfal 
Tkou, or^thy cauctej-shaUnever want assistance, 
Whilatl have blood or fortune fit to ter^e-thee ; 
Command my heart; thou'rt .every way its master. 
; J^. No, ther&V a secret piide in bniTely ^ring. 

Pierre- Bats die in holes -and ctMiiers, aogsnm 
' mad i ■ 
Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow. 
Revenge ! the attribute of Gods ; they staipp'd it 
With their great image on our natures : die ! 
Consider well the oause that calls upoi> thee ; 
Aitd,i if.thou'rt baseeiiougbj'die then: remember 
Thy B«lvidera sufTers : rBelvidera ! 
Die — damn first— what, be decentiy interr'd 
In a church-yard,: and mingle Uiy-bravediHt 
With stinking rogues that rot in winding-sheets, 
Surfeitfilain fools, the common dung ^«ie soil. 
"Jaf. Ohl 

Pterre. Well said, out with it, swear a littl o — 

Jaf. Swear ! By eeft and air! by ' earth, l^ Hea- 
' ven, and Hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears ! 
Hwk thee, my friend tPriuli ig— -.a se- 
nator ! 

Pierre. A d<^ 1 
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.. .Jqf. .V !fi >AgtwLl 

Pierre. Shoot him. . 

Jaf. With;flllvXn]rUiku1;. 

No more : where shall we meet at vit^t ? 

Pierre^. Ill .tell thee'; 

On the RiaItQ>.eYery'n^t5>at)twiibe^. .1 '^ 

I take n^fi^tening^'d'wallk.Qf "meditatibiii; 
TherQ^9ri9 rtwviU meetj <nd Li alk fof precioiiB cm- 

Jaf. ; M ! ' iAtfdnif hoivr $ m.y!{ilagart 

WillJcifopteerwftkhig. : V" \EMtStEMSd. 

<<' 7/ •}: tTMftae^why^goodJHbihfvil^ 

Thoii mad'8tr«ie;whaiIlam^/!wilh>dJb.1^ie^i^^ V 

Aspiring tlK)l:i^bt8j'«iid)d6gailt(defcSre8, I / . 

That fill the hfafppieBtim^niPni^h'*' ivtth^i* whjy 
Didsc thou not formviiieiisaiMitft'»>my;fate^ i r .< i 
Baae^mindedy 4611,- and fit to carky^bufdeiis ?. .• 
Why have I sense to know the curse that's on me? 
Is <fais iujit defetUhg, Niufcure ^--^"^^Belvidera ! / ' 

Poor B^videra! : :.,.-' i r . - >' ) 

BeL ; :: Leadnne^lead me/my.vii^n!;^ 

To that kmd voioeii • My lord^mVl0ve,<my rei^el 

Happy my eyea, when fliey behold > thy fiioe : : 

My heavy heart ' jwill leave its dolefiil « bsating . 

At. alight of' thee^ : and t^ottnd-^&'sprightful joya. ' 

Oh simile, as tvhen our love^ were hi their springs / 

And cheer my faindbg soull . • 
Jiif. ' • As- .when 0ur loves 

Were ia theit ispring ? bas thdn: my fbrttine changed ? 

Art thou not, Belvidera, still the same. 

Kind, good, and tender, as! my arms first found 

thee;? 

If thdu art altered, where shall I bavie harbour? 
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Where ease my loaded heart ?« Oh! where oom- 

plain^ 
.) . Bih Doles .thiB. appear like change, or love debajr- 

Whdhiikus I throw myself into thy bosom. 
With all the resolation of strong truth ? 
Beats not qiy heart as 'twotild alarum thine 
To fa new eharge of bli^s^? I joy more in tbee. 
Than did thy mother when she hugged thee first. 
And bless'd the Gods for all her travail paist. • 

Jqf. Can there in woman be such glorious &idi? 
finm Ul ill stories of thy sex are false ; 
.OAi^iwomanl lovely woman! nature 'made thee 
.To^tmipier man : we hid been brutes without you. 
Angidla lare painted fiur^.to idok like you : 
There^s in you all that we believe of Heaven, 
Amazing brightnesis^ purity'^ and truth. 
Eternal joy^ and eveiilasting love. 

JBe/.^ If love be treasure, we'll be wond'rouf 
rich; 
I have so mucfa> my heart will surely break with't; 
Vows can't express it. When I would declare • 
How great's my joy, Fm dumb with the big thought; 
I swell and sigh^ and labour with my longing. 
O lead me to some desert wide and wild. 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my soul 
May have its vent ; where I may tell aloud 
To the high Heavens and every list'ning planet. 
With what a boundless stock my bosom's fraa|^t ; 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee^ 
Give loose to love with kisses, kindling joy. 
And let off all the lire that's in my heart. 
. Jqf. Oh, Belvidera ! doubly I'm a be^ar ; 
Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee : 
Want ! worldly want ! that hungry meagre fiend. 
Is at my heels, and chases me in view. 
Cansi.thou bear cold and hunger ? Can these limbS) 
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Fram*d for the tender. olBioes bf love, i ' / ii>' 
Endure the bitter gripes of.sraairtihg.pwerty^^t . ]' 
When banish'd by our miseries abroad, '..'.! 
(As isuddenly we shall be) to seek out 
(In some fa/climate, where our names are strangers) 
For charitable succour ? wilt thou then^ 
When in a bed of straw we shrink together, 
And the bleak winds shall whistle round our heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me ? wilt thou then 
Hush my cares thus, and shelter. me with love? 
Bel. Oh, I will love thee^ even in madness love 
thee. 
Though my distracted senses should forsake me, 
I'd find some intervals, when my poor heart 
Should *suage itself, and be let loose to thine. 
Though the bare earth be all our resting^^plaee, . 
Its roots our food, some clift our habitation, 
ril make this arm a pillow for thy head ; 
As thou sighing liest, and swelFd with sorrow, 
Creep to thy bosom, pour the balm of love 
Into thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest ; 
Then praise our God, and watch thee till the mom* 

ing. ^ 
Jqf. Hear this, you Heavens, and wonder )iow 

you made her I 
Reign, reign, ye moilarchs, that divide the world,^ 
Busy rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and happiness like mine ; 
Like gaudy ships, th* obsequious billows fall 
And rise again, to lift you in your pride ; ^ ^ 

They wait but for a storm, and then devour you : 
I, in my private bark, already wreck*d. 
Like a poor merchant, driven on unknown land. 
That had by chance pack'd up his choicest trea« 

sure 
^n One dear casket, and saved only that, 
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Since I must waxider fkrtiiter on thi^ 
Thus hug my little, but my precio 
Resolv'd to scom^ and trust my f' 



ACT II 



SCENE 



Enter Pierre 

Agui* By all thy wrc 
arms 
Than all the wealth of ' 
And let us love to nig' 

Pierre. 
There's fool about t! 
Her flesh to fools, 1 
They leave a taint, 
Hiere^s such a bi: 
E'en spoils com; 
'PTiey infect all 
Of tasting any 

Aquu I lo; 

Or more, tb.: 
That makes 
To qualify 
Equal wit: 
My libert^ 
They're I 
Sits in tl 
Pien 



-i 
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^jfii*. My senator'! vthf^ o^^t thou> tbiiik that 
wretch , . ,: : ' ; 

£'er fiUM tby Aqiii}iw^*8 arnisl wkih: plesN^Ofe? 
Think*st thoii^ because I soklidtiaie» give him leave 
To foil biiMeif . at what he is unfit for ;/ 
Because I force myself t*endure and suffer him, 
Thinkst thou I love.himi? N^^. by: all the joys. . 
Thou enrel; ^'M m^i bis prfesenee i» my psiiance : 
The worst thing arl old ms^ csm^ bs^a a U>ycur, 
A mere memento mori to poor wdmen. : 
I noVep l$y. by his deec€fiit<8ide) 
B4it ail tiimt n^ht I pond^r'd oa my, graves;. . 

Pierre. Would he were well seht.thither. 

AguL That's my wish too i 

For tbdnj. mv Pierre^ I might have * ca^se with 

pleasure 
To play) th4 hypodrife : Oh! I could t^seep 
Over the dying dotard, kiss him too. 
In hopes to sm6ther him quite ; then, whan the 

time 
Was come to pay my sorrows at his funeral, 
(For he has already made me heir to treasures 
Would make me out-act a real widow's whining). 
How could I frame my fkde to fit my mourning ! 
With wringing hands attend him to his grave. 
Fall swooning on his heari^^, take mad possession 
E'en of the dismal vault where he lay buried. 
There like th' Epbesian mattron dwell, till thou. 
My lovely soldier, cojn^'t tb my deliverance ; 
Then throwing up my veil, w4th open arms 
And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy. . 

Pierre* No more ! I've fiiends to nieet me here 
to-night. 
And must be private. Ab you prize my friendship^ 
Keep up your coxcomb; let him not pry lAor 

listen. 
Nor fisk abottt the bouse aa I: have seen hiob 
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Like a tame mumping squirrel with a bell on ; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
Agui. 'What friends to meet ? may'nt I be of 

your council ? 
Pierre. How! a woman ask questions out of 
bed? 
Go to your senator, ask him what passes 
Amongst his brethren ; he*ll hide nothing from you : 
But pump me not for politics. No more ! 
Give order, that whoever in my name 
Comes here, receive admittance. So, good night 
AguL Must we ne'er meet again? embrace no 
more ? 
Is love so soon and utterly forgotten ? 
Pierre. As you henceforward treat your fix)l, TO 

tbmk on't. 
Agui. Curs'd be all fools— I die if he finrsakei 
me; 
And how to keep him, Heaven or Hell instruct me. 

[Ej^eunt. 



SCENE n. 

The Rialio. 

Enter Jaffeir. 

Jqf. Ym here ; and thus, the shades of night 
around me, 
I look as if all hell were in my heart. 
And I in hell. Nay, surely 'tis so with me ; 
For every step I tread , methinks sotne fiend 
Knocks at my breast, and bids me not hi quiet. 
I've heard how desperate wretches, like myseli^ 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night. 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk : 
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Sure Fm so curs'd^ that though pf Heaven forsaken^ 
No minister of darkness cares to tempt me. 
Hell ! hell ! why sleep*st thou ? 



Enter Pierre. 

Pierre. Sure Fve staid too long : 

The clock has struck^ , and I may lose my proselyte* 
Speak, who goes there ? 

Jqf. A d(^, that comes to howl 

At yonder moon : what's he that asks the question ? 

Pierre. A friend to dogs; for they are honest 
creatures. 
And ne*er betray their masters ; never fawn 
On any that they love not : Well met, friend : 
Jafieir ! 

Jqf. The same. Oh, Pierre, thou*rt come in 
season ; 
I was just going to pray. 

Pierre. Ah^ that's mechanic ; 

Priests make a trade on't, and yet starve by't too : 
No pra}ang ; it spoils business, and time's precious : 
Where's Belvidera? 

Jafl - ... For a day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I see farther 
What fortune will do with me. • Pr'ythee, friend. 
If thou Wouldst have me fit to hear good counsel^ 
Speak not of Belvidera ? 

Pierre. Not of her ? 

Jaf. Ohno! . 

Pterre^ySoT name her? May be, I wish her 
well. 

Jqf. Whom well.? 

Pierre. Thy wife, thy lovely Belvidera i 

I hope a man may wish his friend's wife well. 
And no harm done ! 

Jqf. You're merjy, Pierre ! 

Pierre. I am so : 

VOL. 11. Z 
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Tbott shalt smile too^ and Bekri^em smile; 
We'll all rgoioe^ here's some^tiiig to \my pint. 

yCrhes him a purse* 
Marriage is chargeable. 

Jaf. I but half wished 

lb see die dm), and he's here already. WeXk ! 
What must this buy^ rebellion^ murder^ treaacm ? 
Tell me which way I must be damti*d fop this. 

Pierre. When last we parted^ we*d no qudms 
like these ; 
But entertaiii'd each other^s tbougbto like men. 
Whose souls were well acquainted, is the world 
Reform'd since our last meeting? What new aiiradei 
Have happenM >? has Pricifi^s heart relented ? 
Can he be honest ? 

«7d/» Kind Heaven I let heavy can» 

Gall his old age ; cramps^ aches rack his bones. 
And bitterest disquiet wring liis heart;* ^ 
Oh, let him live till life bea>me his burden ! 
Ldt him groati under it long, 'linger an age 
Ih the worst agonies and pangs ^ death. 
And jSnd its ease, but late. 

Pierre. Nay, couldst thmi not 

As well, my lij^iend, have stretch'di the c4nie to all 
The senate rounds as to one single villain ? 

Jaf^ But curses stick* not: could i kill with 
cursing. 
By Heaven, I know toot thirty heads in Venice 
Should not be blasted ; senators should rot 
Like dogs on dtmghiUiB; bub their wives' and daugh- 
ters 
Die of their own diseases. Oh fiw a cune 
To kill with 1 

Pierre. Daggers, daggers, ai« miKA bettor- 
Jaj. Ha! 

Pierre^ Daggers. 

Jcff. But where are they ^ 
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Pierre. Oh^ a tlioaBaiid 

May be dispoBV) in honest hands in Venice. 
' J^.Thou talk'st in clouds. 

Pierre. Bnt yet a heart half wrong*d 

As thine fastt heen^ would find the meaning, Jaflfeir. 

Jqf. A thousand daggers all in honest hsNids ; 
And have not I a friend will stick one heiie ? 

Pierre. ¥es, if I thought thou went not to be 
cherish'd 
To a nobler purpose^ I would be that friend. 
But thou hast better friends; friends whom tl^ 

wrongs 
Have made thy friends ; friends worthy to be call'd sol 
1*11 trU9t thee with a secret ; there are spirits 
This hour at woHc. But as thou art a man^ 
Vl^hom I have pick*d and chosen from the worlds 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter. 
And when IVe told tiiee tliat which only Gods^ 
And men like Grods^ are privy to^ then swear 
No chance or change shall wrest it from thy bosom* 

Jaf. When thou wouldst bind me, is there need 
of oaths? 
(Green-sii^kness girls lose maidenheads with suck 

' Counters) 
For thou^rt so near my hearty that thou miiyest see 
Its bottom, sound its strength and firmness to thee: 
Is coward, fool, or villain in my face ? 
If I seem none of these, I dai^ believe 
Thou wouldst not use me in a little cause. 
For I am fit for honour's toughest task ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province ; 
And for a villainous inglorious enterprise, 
I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, set it to what point thou wilt. 

Pierre. Nay, if s a cause thou wilt be fond of, 
Jaffeir, 
For it is founded on the noUest basis, 

Z2 
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Our Liberties, our natural inheritance ; 

There's no religion, no hypocrisy in*t ; 

We'll do the business, ana ne'er fast and pray fi>r% 

Openly act a deed the world shall ^aze 

with wonder at, and envy when 'tis done. 

Jcf. For liberty! 

Pierre. For liberty, my friend ! 

Thou shalt be freed from base Prhili's tyranny. 
And thy sequester'd fortunes heal'd again. 
I shall be freed from those opprobrious wrongs 
That press me now, and bend my spirit downward. 
All Venice free, and every growing merit 
Succeed to its just right: fools shall be pulFd 
From wisdom's seat ; those balefril unclean birds, 
Those lazy owls, who, perch'd near fortune's top. 
Sit only watchftil with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would rise 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonioiif. 

Jqf. What can I do ? 

Pierre. Canst thou not kill a senator ? 

Jqf. Were there one wise or honest, I could kill 
him 
For herding with that nest of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'st as if revenge 
Were to be had, and the brave story warms me. 

Pierre^ Swear then ! 

Jqf. I do, by all those glittering stan 

And yon great ruling planet of the night I 
By all good powers above, and ill below ! 
By love and friendship, dearer than my life ! 
No power, or death shall make me false to thee. 

Pierre. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my 
heart. 
A council's held hard by, where the destruction 
Of this great empire's hatc|iing: there I'll lead 

thee! 
But be a man, for thou'rt to mix with men 
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Fit to disturb the peace of all the worlds 
And rule it when it's vnldest-— 

Jaf. I give thee thank« 

For this kind warning : yes, FU be a man. 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou seest my fears 
Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breast, and show it for a coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this hour I chase 
AH little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my bosom : vengeance shall have room : 
Revenge! 

Pierre. And liberty ! 

Jqf. Revenge! revenge — [E.veufit. 

SCENE IIL 

Aciuilina's Housej the Greek Courtezan. 

Enter Renault. 

Ren. Why was my choice ambition, the worst 
ground 
A wretch can build on ? it's indeed at distance 
A goodly prospect, tempting to the view. 
The height delights us, and the mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, because it's nigh to heaven ; 
But we ne'er think how sandy's the foundation. 
What storm will batter, and what tempest shake us* 
Who's there ? 

E$iter Spinosa* 

Spi. Renault, good-morrow ! for by this time 
I think the scale of night has tum'd the balance, 
And weighs up morning: has the clock struck twelve? 

Ren. Yes ; clocks will go as they are set : but 
man. 
Irregular man's ne'er constant, never certain : 
I've spent ^t least three precious hours of darkness 
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In waitiDg dull attendance ; 'tis the cune 
Of diligent virtue to be mixf d> like miqe, 
Witb^^dy tempers^ souls but half resolv'd. 

Spi. Hell mze that soul amongst !«», it oM firighten. 

Men. What's then the cause that I an here alose? 
Why are we not togetl^er ? 

Enter Euor. 

Owr^weleoffie! 
You are an Englishiban : when treason's batchiog 
One might have thought you'd not have be^n behuxi 

hand : 
In what whore's fop have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Englishman his whore and ease. 
Beef, and a sea-coal fire, he's your's for ever. 
Eliot. Frenchman, you are saucy. . 
Ren* How ! 

Enter BEDAMAl^t he AmbMsador jTHEOUOMi Bkam* 

VEIL, DURAND, BraBE, ReVELLIDO, MeZZAKA^ 

Ternon, Retrosi, Conspirators. 

Bed. AtdiflFerencelfie! 

Is this a time for quarrels ? thieves and rogaea 
Fall out and brawl : should men of your high calliog) 
Men separated by the choice of Providence 
From the gross heap of mankind^r and set here 
In this assembly as in one great jewel^ 
To adorn the bravest purpose it e'er smil'd on ; 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles ? 

Ren. Boys! 

Bed. Renault, thy hand ! 

Ren. I thought I had given my heart 

Long since to every man that mingles here ;. 
But grieve to find it trusted with such temperSi 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakness. 

Bed. Eliot, thou once hadst virtue ; I have seen 
Thy stubborn temper bend with godlike goodness,. 



-«--^ 
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Not half thus courted : *4is thy nation's glory^ 

To hug the ke that infers brave alliance. 

Once more embraoej my friends-^well all emb ra ce ■ 

United thus^ we are the mighty engine 

Must twist this rooted empire from its basis ! 

Totters not it alneady ? 

JEiiot. Would 'twere tumbline* 

Bed. Nay it shall down : this nigbt we aeal Ha 
ruin* 

Enter Pierre. 

Oh Pierre^ thou art welcome I 
Come to my breast^ for by its hopes thou look^st 
Xfovelily dieadful^ and the fale of Venice 
Seems on thy sword already. Oh my Mars I 
The poets that first feigned a God of war 
Sure prophesied of thee. 

Pierre. Friends I was not Brutus^ 

(I mean that Brutus^ who in open senate 
Stabb*d the fir^t Caesar that usurped the world). 
A ^lant man ? 

Ren. Yes, and Catiline too ; 

Though story wrottg*d his fame : for he eonspir'd 
To prop the re^ng glory of bis country : 
His cause was good. 

Bed. And ours as much above it. 

As, Renault, thou*rt supmor to Ceth^us, 
Or Pierre to Casskis. 

Pierre. Then to what we aim at. 

When do we start ? or must we talk for ever ? 

Bed. No, Pierre, the deed^s near birth : fate seems 
to have set 
The business up, and given it to our care : 
I hope there's not a heart or hand amongst us 
But IS firm and ready. 

AU. Alll . 

WeUl die with Bedamar. 
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Bed. ' Oh men, 

Matchless as will your glory be hereafter. 
The game is for amatchless prize if won ; 
If lost, disgraceful ruin. 

Ren. What can lose it ? 

The public stock*s a beggar ; one Venetian 
Trusts not another : look into their stores 
Of general safety ; empty magazines, 
A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring unpaid army, 
Bankrupt nobility^ a harassed commonalty, 
A factious, giddy, and divided senate, 
Is all the strength of Venice ; let*s destroy it ; 
Let's fill their magazines with arms to awe them, 
Man out their fleets and make their trade maiDtaioit; 
Let loose the murmuring army on their roasters, 
To pay themselves with plunder, lop their nobles 
To the base rootsj whence most of them first sprung; 
Enslave the rout, whom smarting will make humble; 
Turn out their droning senate, and possess 
That seat of empire which our souls were fraro'dfor. 

Pierre: Ten thousand men are armed, at your nod, 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world ; 
This wretched state has starved them in its service. 
And by your bounty quickened, they're resolVd 
To serve your glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different quarters in thiscityi 
Watch for th' alarm, and grumble 'tis so tardy. 

Bed. I doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied 
gence 
Has still kept waking, and it shall have ease ; 
After this night it is resolv'd we meet 
No more, till Venice own us for her lords, 

Pierre. How lovelily the Adriatic whore, ^ 
Dress'd in her flames, will shine? devouring flao^^* 
Such as shall burn her to the watery botton), 
And hiss in her foundation. 
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Bed. Now if any 

Amongst us that owns this glorious cause. 
Have friends* or interest he'd wish to save. 
Let it be told ; the general doom is seaFd ; 
But rd forego the 'hopes of a world's empire. 
Rather dian wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pierre. I must confess you there have touch'd my 
weakness, 
I have a friend ; hear it, and such a friend ! 
My heart was ne'er shut to him. Nay^ I'll tell you. 
He knows the very business of this hour ; 
But he rejoices in the cause and loves it : 
We have chang'd a vow to live and die together, 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. 

Ren. How I all betray'd ? 

Pierre. No I 've dealt nobly with you ; 
I've brought my all into the public stock ; 
I had but one friend, and him I'll share amongst you; 
Receive and cherish him : or if, when seen 
And search'd, you find him worthless ; as my tongue 
Has lodg'd this secret in his faithful breast. 
To ease your fears I wear a dagger here. 
Shall rip it out again, and give you rest. 
Come forth, thou only good I e'er could boast of. 

Enter Jaffeir with a dagger. 

Bed. His presence bears the show of nianly virtue I 
Jqf. I know you'll wonder all that thus uncaird, 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 
But I'm amongst you, and by Heaven it glads me, 
To see so many virtues thus united. 
To restore justice and dethrone oppression. 
Command this sword, if you 'would have it quiet. 
Into this breast ; but if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes 
Send me into the curs'd assembled senate ; 
It shrinks not, though I meet a father there. 
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Would you behold this city flaming ? Here's 
A hand shall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To the arsenal^ and set its gates oa fire. 

Ren. You talk this well, sir. 

Jaf. Nay— 4>y Heaven IH do this» 

Come, Gome, I read distrust in all your ifaoes^ 
You fear me a villain ; and indeed it's odd 
To hear a stranger talk thus at first meeting. 
Of matters that have been so well debated ; 
But I eome ripe with wrongs, as you with eouncib ; 
I hate this, senate, am a fee to Venice : 
A friend to none, but m^i resolved like me^ 
To push on mischief. Oh, did you but kncyw me, 
I need not talk thus I 

Bed. Pierre I I must embrace him. 

My heart beats to this man as if it knew him. 

Ren. I never lov'd these buggers* 

Jaf. Still I see. 

The cause delights .me not Your friends survey me 
As I were dangeroos-^but I come arm'd 
Against all doobts, and to your trust will give 
A pledge^ worth more than all the world can pay fer. 
My Belvidera! ho! my Belvideral 

Bed* What wonder*s next ? 

Jaf. Let me intreat you, sirs, 

As I have henceferth hopes to call ye friends. 
That all but the ambassador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, wkh my friend that owns 

me. 
Withdraw a while to spare a woman*s blushes. 

[Exeunt aU but Bed. Ren. Jaf. Pueu. 

Bed. Whither will all this ceremimy lead us ? 

Jaf. My Belvidenr! ho! my Belvidera! 

Enter Belvidera. 

Bel. Who calls so loud at this late peac^l hour ! 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whispers, 



And .611 iny ^ars with the soft breath of love : 
Thou hourly image ^ my thoMgbts, where art thou ? 
Jqf. Indeed 'tis late. 

Bel* Oh ! I have slept and dceamtv 

And dreamt . again ; where hast thcai been^ thou 

loiterer! 
Though my eyes clos'd^ my anns have still been 

opened; 
jStretch'd every way betwixt my broken slumbers^ 
To search if thou weit come to croWB mv reat ; 
There's no re|K>8e without thee : oh the day 
Too soon will break, and wakdus to our sorrow ^ 
Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good^night. 
Jqf.^ Ob Belvidera I we must change the scene 
In wnich the past delights of life were tasted : . 
The. poor sleep little; we most learn to watch 
Our labours late, and eariy every morning, 
'Midst winter frosts, thin clad, and fed with sparing. 
Rise to our toils, and drudge away the day* 

Bel. Alas ! where am I ! whither is't you lead met 
Methinks I read distraction in your face ! 
Something less gentle than the fate vou tell m^ : 
You shake and tremUe too I your blood runs cold I 
Heavens guard my love, and bless his heart with 
patience. 
Jqf. Tnat I have patience, let our fate bear witp 
ness, . 
Who has ordain'd it so, that thou and I, 
(Thou the divinest good man e'er possess'd. 
And I, the wretched'st of the race of man) 
This very hour> without one tear, must part. 

Bel. Part! must we part? Oh, am I then forsaken? 
Will my love cast me off? have my misfortunes 
Offended him so highly » that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me ? whither are you going ? 
My dear ! my Kfe ! my love ! 
Jqf. Oh friends ! 
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Bel. Speak to me. 

Jaf. Take her from my heart, 
She'll gain such hold else^ I shall ne*er get loose. 
I charge thee take her, but with tenderest care, 
Relieve her troubles and assuage her sorrows. 
Ren. Rise, madam ! and command amoDgstyoor 

servants. 
Jaf. To you, sirs, and your honour, I bequeatk 
her. 
And with her this ; whenever I prove unworthy— 

[Gives a dagger. 
You know the rest-^Then strike it to hef heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The passionate vows of still increasmg love. 
Sent that reward for all her truth ahd sufierings. 
Bel. Nay, take my life, since he has sold it 
cheaply ; 
Or send me to some distant clime your slave ; 
But let it be far off, lest my complainings 
Should reach his guilty ears, and shake his peace. 
Jaf. No, Belvidera, I've contrived thy honour; 
Trust to my faith, and be but fortune kind 
To me, as V\\ preserve that faith unbroken. 
When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a height, 
Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 
To wonder what strange virtue plac*d thee there. 
But if we nc*er meet mo re 

Bel. Oh thou unkind one; 

Ne'er meet more ! have I deserv'd this from you ? 
Look on me, tell me ; speak, thou dear deceiver^ 
Why am I separated from thy k>ve ? 
If I am false, accuse me ; but if true. 
Don't, pr'ythee^ don't in poverty forsake me. 
But pity the sad heart that's torn with parting. 
Yet hear me I yet recall m e 

[Exeunt Ren. Bed. and Bit. 
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Jaf. \ Oh my eyes! 

JLook not that way^ but turn yourselves awhile 
Into my hearty and be wean*d all together. 
My friend, where art thou ? 

Pierre. Here, my honour's brother. 

Jaf. Is Belvidera gone ? 

Pierre. Renault has led her 

Back to her own apartment ; but, by Heaven I 
Thou must not see her more till our work's over. 

Juf. No? 

Pierre. Not for your life. 

Jaf. Oh Pierre, wert thou but she. 

How I could pull thee down into my heart, - 
Graze On thee till my eye-strings crack'd with love. 
Till all my sinews with its fire extended, 
Fix'd me upon the rack of ardent longing ; 
Then swelling, sighing, raging to be blest. 
Come like a panting turtle to thy breast. 
On thy soft bosom, hovering, bill and play ; 
Confess the cause, why last I fled away ; 
Own 'twas a fauh, but swear to give it o'er. 
And never follow false ambition more. \Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Aauilika and her Maid. 

Aqui. Tell him I am gone to bed : tell him I am 
not at home ; tell him Tve better company with me, 
or any thing ; tell him in short I will not see him> 
the eternal troublesome vexatious fool : he's worse 
company than an ignorant physician-— —FU not be 
disturbed at these unseasonable hours. 
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Maid. But, madafn I he*8 here alreadyjust enteied 
the doors. 

Aqui. Tarn him out again, you tinBecessary; use- 
less, giddy-brained ass! if be will not be eone^ aet 
the house on fire, and burn us both : I'd ralner meet 
a toad in my dish, than that x)ld faideMs animal in 
my chamber to-night. 

£nter Antonio. 

Ant. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky — how dost do, Naeky ? 
hurry durry . I am come, little Nacky ; past eleven 
</clock, a late hour ; time in all conscience to ga to 
bed, Nacky-^^Nacky, did I say ? Aye, Nacky, Aqm- 
lina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aqailtaa, 
Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, Aeky, Nacky, Nadcy, 
queen Nackj^— come, let*9 to bed— you ihbbs, 
you pugg yo u ' y ou little pa oo- P urree tuzzy 
I am a senator. 

Aqui. You a««e a fool, I am fiRive» 

Ant. May be so too, sweeth^K. Never the worse 
senator for all , that Come, Nacky, Nacky, letf i 
h»r6 a game at romp, Nacky. 

Aqui. You would do well, signior, to be trouble- 
some here no longer, but leave me to myself; be 
sober, and go home, sir. 

Ant. Home, madona ! 

Aqm. Aye, home, sir. Who am I ? 

Ant. Madona, as I take it, you are my 

you are ^thou art my littk Nicky, Na^eky 

that's all ! 

Aqui. I find you are resolved to be troableaoBie ; 
and so to make short of the matter, in few words, I 
bate you, detest you, loath you, I am weary of.yoa, 
sick of you-^— hang you, you are an oid, siliy, im- 
pertinent, impotent, solicitous coxeomb; ciazy in 
your head^ and lazy in your body, loiw to be 
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meddling with ev«ty thing, and if ybiii had' not 
money, you are good for nothing* 

Ant. Good for nothing (^ hurrvdurry; nitff that 
presently. Sixty-one years old, and good' for no- 
thing; that*« brave. [7b the Maid.] Come/eome^ 
Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, tiirn you out for a season ; jgo^ 
turn oul^ I say^ it is our will and pleasure to be 

private some moments^- out, out, when you are 

bid too-— [Pli/^ her out^ and locks the door^j Good 
for nothing, you say ? 

Aquu Why, what are you good for ? 

Ant. In tne first place, madam, I am old, and 
eottsequently very wise, very wise, madona, d*ye 
marit that ? In the second place, take notice, if yoa 
please, that I am a senator, and when I think fit can 
make speeches, madona. Hurry durry, I can make 
a speech in the senate-house now and the n if rottkt 
make your hair stand an end, madona* 

Aym. What care I for ]^our speeches iii the woate- 
house } if you would' be silent here, I should thank 
you. 

Ant. Why, I can mBke speeches to thee too, 
my lovely madona ; for esEample — My cruel fair one^ 
[Takes out a purse ofgotd, and at every pimse 
shakes it. 
since it is my fate, that you should with your setu 
vant angry prove ; though late at nigh t I hope 

''tis not too late with this to gain reception for my 

love ^There's for thee, my little Nicky Nadcy-*« 

take it, here take it — I say, take it, or 1*11 throw it 
at your head — how now, r^l \ 

Aqui. Truly, my illustrious senator, I must con^ 
foss your honour is at present most profoundly elo* 
qnent indeed* 

Ant. Very well: come now, let's sit down and 
think upon it a little-— come sit, I say— -^sit dowm 
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by rae a little, my Nicky Nacky, ha — [^Sits doom.'] 
Hurry durry — ^good for nothin g ■ 

Aqui. No,, sir, if you please I can know my dis- 
tance, and stand. 

Ant. Stand : how, Nacky up and I down ! Nay 
then. let me exclaim. with the poet. 

Skew me a case more pitiful who can 
A standing wqman and a falling man. 

Hurry durry -npt sit dow n ■ . s ee this, ye Gods. 

You won't sit down ? 

Aqui. No, sir. 

Ant* Then Ipok you now, suppose me a bull, a 
Ba9ah bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus up 
I get, and with my brows thus bent — I broo, I say, 
I brop, I broo, I brpo* You won't sit down, wUl 
you-— I broo 

[Bellows like a bull, and drives her 4ibimt. 

Aqui. Well, sir, I mu^t endure this. [She sits dawn. 
Now your honour has been a. bull, pray what beast 
will your worship please to be next? 

Ant. Now I'll be a senator again, and thy lover, 
little Nicky Nacky ! [He sits by her J] Ah toad, 
toad, toad, toad I spit in my face a little, Nacky — 
spit in my fece, pr'ythee, spit in my fiaice never so 

little : spit but a little bit -spit, spit, spit, spit 

when you are bid. I i^ay ; do pr'yUiee spit now, 

now, now spit: what, you; worft spit, will you? Tlien 
I'll be a dc^. 

Aqui. A dog, my lord ! 

Ant. Aye, a dog — ^and I'll give thee this t'other 

purse to let rne be a dog and use me like a dog 

a littre. Hurry durry— I will here it is — 

[Gives the purse. 
. Aqui. Well, with all my heart. But let me be- 
seech your dogship to. play your tricks over as fast 
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as you caii) that you inay coniie to stinkikig the 
sooner^ and be turned ouJt of doors as you deserve. 

Ant. Aye, ay e no matter for that— ^— that 

shan't move me— [JSie gets under the table.'] Now 
bou^ waugh waugh, bough waugh-*— 

' \Barks like a dog. 

Aqm. Hold, hold^ hold, sir, I beseech you : what 
is*t you do ? If curs bite^ they must be kicked, sir. 
Do you see, kicked thus. 

jinti' Aye, with all my heart : do, kick, kick on, 
now I am under the table, kick again — kick harder 
—harder yet, bough waugh, waugh, waugh, bough 
— odd, ni have a snap at thy shins — ^bough wau^, 
waugh, waugh, bough— odd, she kicks bravely 

Aqui.' Nay, then I'll go another way to work 
with you : and I think here's an instrument fit for 
the purpose ! [Fetches a whip and a bell. 

What, bite your mistress, sirrah ! out, out of doors, 
you dog, to kennel and be hanged — ^bite your mis- 
tress by the legs, you rogu e ■ [She whips him. 

Jlnt* , Nay, pr'3rthee Nacky, now thou art too 
loving : hurry durry, odd. Til be a dog no longer. 

Aqui. Nay, none of, your fawning and grinning t 
but De< gt^ne, or here's the discipUne : what, bite 
your mistress by the legs, you mongrisl? out of 
doors hout, hout, to kennel, sirrah I go. 

Ant. This is very barbt^rous us^, Nacky, vefy 
barbarous ; look you, I will not go— —I will not stir 

from th« door, that I resolve ^hurry durry, what, 

shut me out ? [She whips him out. 

Agfii.^'Aye, and if you come here any more to- 
nigbt^ I'll have my footmen lug you, you cur c what, 
bite your poor mistress Nacky, sirrah ! 

Enter M^id. 

Afaid. Heavens, madam I what's the matter ? 

[He howls Qi the door like a dog. 

vol'. II. A A 
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Jqui,. . Call my fijotfoea Wthar ptesentiljr.^ - 

jpnfertwo Footmen. 

' jfcfoirf. They are JiereAlrej|(df, madam ; the houM 
is all alarmed with a s^nge noise^ that nobody 
knov^s what to make of. 

Jqtd. Go all of you and. turn that: (wmhlwmie 
b^ast in the next xooufi out of my houses-It J «wr 
see him within these walls .a^nj without my leave 
for his admittance^ you, 8Qeaki0g rogMes—ril have 
you poison'd all, pqison'd like rat» : . every ceroer of 
the house shall $tinkrOjF one.^f you : ff>, and learn 
hereafter to know my , pleasure. So now for my 
Pierre: 

Thus when the godlike lover is displeas'd^ 

We sacrifice our fool^audhf^ appeaa'd. lEa:€UMt. 

SCENE II.: f 

' Enter M^hViDVAA. 

• Ue/.' I'm Bdcrific'd ! Trn'sold!' bistta/'d to shame t 

Inevitable rain has kiclos'd mie ^ 

Na ^sooi^er was I to my bed rdpair ^d ' . 

To weigh^and; vi^eeping, pohder my -condition^ 

But the old hdaiy Wretch; t^ whose felae car& 

My peace and honour was' iiltirusted, isime^ 

L^e Tariqjuin, ghastiy with infernal lust. 

Othou Roman-Luerece!' ' ^ 

Hfiou couldst fiiid'fricnds to vittfiieote thy wr6Bg; 

I never had but one, and he's prpv'd false ; 

He that should guard my' vtttiie has betray'd it; 

Left me! undone me! Oh thkt I could hate him ! 

Where shall I'go ! Oh whither, whither wander.. 

Enter JAffeir. 
Jqf. Can Belvidera want a resting-place. 
When these ppor arms are open to receive her i- 



As. 
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Oh 'tts^in^vain to* struggle with desiiies 

Strong a» my love to thee ; for every moment 

Ttn from thy »^ht^ my heart within my bosom > 

Moans like a tender infant in its cradle^ 

Whosi^ kiimehad left it : come^ and with the songs 

Of gentle loVc persuade it to its peace. • ' 

Bel^ I fear ' the stubborn- wanderer will not own 
mef; 
Tis grown a rebel to bd rul'd no longsr, 
iScorns the indulgent bosom that first kird it ; 
And, like- a disobedient child, disdains 
The soft authority of Belvidera. 

JqfJ Ttiere was a tim e 

BtC' Yes, yes,, there was a time 

When Belvidera^s tears, her cries, and sorrows. 
Were not despisM ; when if she chanc*d to sigh^- 
Or look but sad ;— there was indi^ a time 
When Jaffeir would have ta'en her in his armi^^ 
£as*d her declining bead upon his breast^ 
And never left her 'till he found the cause. 
Birt l^t ber now weep seas, 
Ciy *till'she rend the earth ; sigh 'till she burst 
Her heart asunder ; still he bears it all, '- 

Deaf as the wind, and as the rocks trnshaken. *'* 

Jqf. Have I been dedf f am I that rock unmov'dj 
gainst whose root, tears beat, and sighs kre sent? ' 
In vain have I beheld thy sorrows calmly ? 
Witness against mie. Heavens, have I done this ? 
Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 
And let that ansry dear one ne'er forgive me ! 
Oh thou too rashly censUrest of my love ! 
Couldst thou but think how I have spent this night. 
Dark and alone, no pillow to my head. 
Rest in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 
Tboii would'st not, Belvidera, sure thou would'st 

not,/ 
Talk to me thus, but like a pitying angel 

A A 2 
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Spreading thy wings, come settle on my breast. 
And hatch warm comfort there^ ere sorrows fi^eeze. 

Bel. Why then, poor mourner^ in what baleful 
comer 
Hast thou been talking with that witeh the night? 
On what cold stone hast thou been streteh*d aloog^ 
Gathering the grumbling winds about thy kepd. 
To mix with theirs the accents of thy woes 1 
Oh now I find the cause my love jfomkes me I 
I am no longer fit to bear a share 
In his concernments : my weak female virtue 
Must not be trusted.; 'tis too frail apd tender* 

Jqf. Oh Portia! Portia! what a soul was diine! 

Bel. That Portia was a woman; and when Brotmi 
Big with the &te of Rome, Heaven guard thjr safest 
ConceaFd from her the labours of his miad> 
She let him see her blood was great as his. 
Flowed from a spring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partidce his troubles, as his love : 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower 
Thou gav*st last night in parting with me ; strike it 
Here to my heart, and as the blood flows from i^ 
Judge if it niQ not pure as Cato*s <dai;^hter*8« 

Jqf. Thou art too ^ood, and I ind^d unwortfay, 
Unworthy so much vii^tue t teach me how 
I may deserve such matchless love aa thine. 
And see with what attention I'll obey diee. 

BeL Do not despise me : that's the all I ask« 

Jqf. Despise thee ! hear me— — 

Bel. Ob thy charming toi^iie 

Is but too well acquainted with my weakness ; 
Knows, let it name but love, mv melting heart 
Dissolves within my breast ; *till with clos'd eye^ 
I reel into thy arms, and all's fQrgotten. 

Jaf. What shall I do ? 

BeL Tell me! be just, and tell me 

Why dwells that busy cloud upon thy fi^e ? 
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Why am I made a stranger ? why that sigh^ 
And I not know the cause ? why when the world 
Is wrapt in rest, why chooses tnen my loye 
To wander up and down in horrid darkness. 
Loathing his bed, and these desiring arms ? 
Why are these eyes bloodshot with tedious watching? 
Why starts he now ? and looks as if he wished 
His fate were finished ? tell me, ease my fear ; 
liest when we next time meet, I want the power 
To search into the sickness of thy mind. 
But talk as wildly then as thou look*st now. 

Jaf. Oh Belvideral 

BtL Why was I last night delivered to a villain? 

Jaf. Hah, a villain ? 

BtU Yes I to a villain f why at such an hour 
Meets that assembly, all made up of wretches. 
That look as hell has drawn them into league ? 
Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger. 
Was I deliver*d with such dreadful ceremonies ? 
^' To you, sirs, and your honour I bequeath her, 
^' And with her this: whene'er I prove unworthy, 
" You know the rest, then strike it to her heart r' 
Oh why!s that rtBt conceaFd from me ? must I 
Be made the hostage of a hellish trust ? 
For such I know I am ; that's all my valuel 
But by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
ni free thee from the bondage of these slaves ; 
Strait to the senate, tell them all I know. 
All that I think, all that my fears inform me. 

Jaf. Is this the Roman virtue 1 this ^e blood 
That boasts its purity with Cato*s daughter ! 
Would she have e*er betray'd her Brutus ? 

Bel. No, 

For Brutus trusted her : wert thou so kind. 
What would not Belvidera suffer for thee ? 

Jaf. 1 1 shall undo myself, and tell thee all. 

Btl. liook not upon me as I am, a woman. 
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But as a bone, thy wife^ thy friend ; who long 
Ha9 h^4 admission to thy heart, and there 
Studied the virtues of thy gallant nature ; 
Thy constancy, thy courage, and thy truths 
Have been my daily lesson : I have leara*d them. 
And, bold as thou, can suffer or despise 
The worst of fates fi3r thee; and with thee share 
them. 

Jo/I Oh you divinest powers ! look down and hear 
My prayers ! instruct me to reward this virtue! . 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further ; 
Think Fve a tale to tell will shake thy nature, 
Melt all this boasted constancy thou talk^st of 
Into vile tears and despicable sorrows: 
Then if thou.should'st betl^ay me ! . 

Bel. Shall I swear? 

Jqf. N05 do not swear : I would not violate 
Thy tender nature with so rude a bond : 
But as thou hop'st to see me live my days. 
And love thee long, lock this within thy breast ; 
Fve bound myself by all the strictest sacraments, 
Divine and human 

Bel. Speak ! 

Jaf. To kill thy father 

Bel. My father! 

Jaf. Nay, the throats of the. whole senate 

Shall bleed, my Belvidera : he amongst us ' 

That spares his father, brother, or his friend^ 
Is danin'd. How rich and beauteous will the &ce 
Of ruin loo}c, when these wide streets run blood ; 
I, and the glorious partners of my fortune 
Shouting, and striding o*er the prostrate dead. 
Still to new waste ; whilst thou, far off in safe^ 
Smiling, shalt see the wonders of our daring ; 
And when night comes, with praise and love receivt 
me, 

Bef, Oh I 
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JaJ. Have a care, and shrink not even in thoughtl 
For if thou d6*gt ■ ■ 

BtU I know it, thoo wilt kill me. 

Do, strike thy sword into this bosom : lay me 
Dead on the earth, and then thou- wilt be safe* 
Murder my father ! ^ though his cruel nature 
Has persecuted* me to my undoing ; 
Driven me to basest wants ; can I behold him. 
With smiles of vengeance, buf;cher*d in bis age } 
The sacred fountain of my life destro3r'd ? 
And canst thou shed the blood that gave me being? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and sell thy country ? 
Can thy great heart descend so vilely low. 
Mix widi hired slaves, bravoes, and common stabbers, 
Noae-slitters, alley-lurking villains ! join 
With such a crew, and take a ruffian*s wages, 
TotHit the throats of wretches as- they sleep? 

Jaf. Thou wrong*8t me, Belvidera! Fveengag'd 
With men of souls : fit to reform the- ills 
Of all mankind : there^s not a heart amongst them, 
But*s stout as death, yet honest as the nature 
Of nian first made, ere firaud and vice were fiishions. 

J3e/. What's he, to whose curst hands last night 
thou gav*st me ? 
Was that well done ? • Oh ! I could tell a story 
Would rouze thy lion«*heart out of its den. 
And make it rage with terrifying fury. 

Jaf. Speak on, I charge thee ! 

Btl. Oh my love ! if ere 

Thy Belvidera*s peace deserve thy care, 
Remove me from this place: last nighltl last night! * 

Jaf. Distract me not, but give me all the truth. 

JBe/« No sooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
Lefi: in the power of that. old son of mischief; 
No sooner was I lain on my sad bed, 
But that vile wretch aj^roacbM me; loose, unbut- 
toned. 
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Hesidy for violatioii : then my heart 
Throbbed with its fears: oh how I wept and sigfaM^ 
And shrunk and trembled ; wish'd in vain for him 
That should protect me. Thou, alas! wert gone. 

Jcf. Patience ! sweet Heaven^ *tiU I make ven- 
geance sure* 

Btl. He drew the hideous dagger forth thou gav'st 
him^ 
Arid with upbraiding smiles he said, '^ Behold it, 
^^ This is the pledge of a false husband*s love :** 
And in my arms then prest, and would have claq>*d 

' me; 
But with jxiy cries I scarM his coward heart, 
*Till he withdrew, and muttered vows to hdl. 
These are thy friends! with thesethy life, thy hoooor. 
Thy love all staked, and all will go to ruin. 

Jaf. No more : I charge thee keep this seciet 
close ; 
Clear up thy sorrows, look as if thy wrongs 
Were all foi^t, and treat him like a fiiena. 
As no complaint were made. No more ; redre. 
Retire my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
ril heal its failings, and deserve thy love. 

jBe/. Oh should I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In anser leave me, and return no more. 

Jaj. Return no more ! I would not live without 
thee t^ 

Another night to purchase the creation. 

Btl. When shall we meet again ? 

Jaf. Anon at twelve. 

ril steal myself to thy expecting arms. 
Come like a travelled dove, and bring thee peace. 

BtL Indeed! 

Jaf. By all our loves I 

Bd. Tis hard to part : 

But sure no falsehood ever looked so fairly. 
Farewell, remember twelve. \Exit* 
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Jaf. Let Heaven foi|^ me 

When I remember not thy truth, thy love. 
How curst 18 my condition^ tossM and justkd 
From eveiy corner ; Fortune's common ibol^ 
The jest of n^es, an instrumental ass • 
For villains to lay loads of shame upon, ^ 

And drive about just for their ease and scorn. 

EnUr PiSRRE. 

. Pierre. Jaffeir! 

Jaf. Whocallsl 

Pierre. A friend, that could have wished 

T* have found thee otherwise employed: what, hunt 
A vnfe on the dull soil ! sure a stanch husband 
Of all hounds is the dullest ? wilt Ibou never. 
Never be wean'd from caudles and confections ? 
What feminine tale hast thou been listening to, 
Of unair*d shirts ; catarrhs and tooth-ach, got 
By thin«*sord dioes ? damnation ! that a fellow 
Chosen to be a sharer in the destruction 
Of a whole people, should sneak thus in oomerfe ' 
To ease his fulsome lusts, and fool his mind. 
\ J^f* May not a man then trifle out an hour 
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calling ? * 

Pierre. Not in a cause like ours. 

Jaf. Then friend, our cause 

Is in a damn'd condition : for 1*11 tell thee. 
That canker-worm called letchery, has touched it ; 
^8 tainted vilely : woiildst thou think it, Renault, 
(That mortified old withered winter rogue) 
Loves simple fornication like a priest. 
I found him out for watering at my wife : 
He visited her last night,Qlike a kind guardian : 
Faith she has some temptations, that's the truth on*t. 

Pierre. He durst not wrong his trust I 

Jaf. 'Twas something late though 

To. take the freedom of a lady*s chamber. 
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Pierre* Was iheid bed ? 

Jqf. .^.: ^ .: J Yes, faith, in virgin «bect» 
White- as ber bosom, Pierre, dish'd neatly up^ 
Might tteftpt.a weaber af^tite to taste. 
Oh liow the old fox stank I warrant thee. 
When the rank fit was on him* 

Piem. Patience guide me ! 

He us'd no violence ? 

Jij/I • '^Nb, no ! oiit on't, violence ! 

Playxl with her neck ; brush'd her with bis grey 

beard, 
8taniggledadd.toi]2*<d,i tickled lier *till she squeak'd a 

little 
Miu^ be, or sot-rbutnot a jotof viofence^r-^*-^ 

Pierre, t Damtn him. . 

Jo/Ii Ay, so say I : but huih^ nomoreoo*t; 

All bidi^Tsko is well, and I believe 
Myself no monster yet: tboug^ no mom knows 
Wliat £ite he*s born ^ to 2 sure *tis near the hour 
We all shoiddy meet* for our concluding orders : 
Will I tlM* ambassador be here in person? 

Pierte^ Not (he has sent comihiBsion to fbat villain 
Renault, to give the executing cbaige ; 
rd have. thee be. a man, if possible, 
And keep thy temper; fbra brare revenge 
Ne'ev comes too Jate. 

Jaf. '. Tear not,* Fm cool as patience: 

Hpd he competed my dishoisKMir,. rather 
Than :hazard the success oui* hopes are ripe for, 
Td bear it all with^mortifying vivtUe. 

Pierre. He^s yonder,., coming this way through 
the hall; 
His thoughts seem .falL q 

. , Juf. ., Pr*y thee retire, and leave me 

With him alone; 1']] put him: to some trial, 
8ee'b^w his rotten part will bear the touching* 

Pierre. Be carefiil then. . {Exit. 



. Jig/'. Nay, never doubt, but trui^tiiie« 

What, beadevintakeadaoifaifig^th 
For shedding native blood ! can tnere be a sin 
In mefd&il refpentance ^ Oh thi's viUain. ^ [^^iidi. 



£n^er .Renault. 

Ren. Perverse! and^ieevisbl whaka'skveifl man! 
To let his itching Assh- thus get the better of hiior.l 

Dispatch the>tool:her husband that were.iiv^Il. 

Who's there? 

Jqf^ .. ; : A'inan* ... 

Ren. . • My fneiid,'my ilearellyl 

Th«' hostage of your faith, my .beauteous charge, 
Is v«ry well. «... 

' Ja/.5 ; . • Sir, 9^re you sure of that ? 
Stands she in perJPect health ? > beats her pulse even ? 
Neither too hot nor cold ? . 
. Ren. • What .means that question ? 

Jqfi Oh « women havB iadtastic conetiiutibos. 
Inconstant as their wiahes^ always wavering. 
And never fixt ; ' was it 4iot boldly don^ 
Even at first sight to. trust the tUng I lo^'d . 
(A tempting treasure too I) with yoiith so fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honest.' 

JRe^. Who dares accuse me ?, 

Jqf. Cursf be he that doubts 

Thy virtue; I have tried it, and declare. 
Were I to choose a guardian of my honour, 
Fd put it in thy keeping : for £ know thee. . 

Men. Know me! 

Jiff. Ay, know thee: there's no fiilsehood in 
thee. 
Thou look'st just as. thou art : let us raibtece. 
Now WQuldst thou cut my throat,^ or I'cut diine? • 

Ren. You dare not do't. 

Jqf. { You lie, sir. 

Ren. How I 
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. J^. No more. 

Tis a base world and must refonn, thaf s all. 

Enter Spi^osa, Theodore, Euot, Reyiuido, 
DuRAND, Bramveil, and the rest of the Con- 
spirators. 

Ren. Spinosa! Theodore! 

SnL The same. 

Ken. You are welocHne ! 

Sbi. You are trembling, sir. 

lien. Tis a cold night indeed, and I am i^^ed. 
Full of decay and natural infirmities ; 

[Pierre re-enters. 
We shall be warm, my friend^ I hope, to-morrow* 

Pierre. Twas not well done ; thon shouldst have 
stroak*d him. 
And not have gall'd him. 

Jqf. Damn him, let him chew on*t. 

Heaven I where am I ? beset with cursed fiends. 
That wait to damn me': What a deviPs man, 
When he forgets his nature— -hush, my heart. [Aside. 

Ren. My fi^ends, 'tis late : Are we assembled all? 
Where*s Theodore ? 

Theo. At hand. 

Ren. Spinosa. 

Here. 
n. Bmmveil. 

Bram. Fm ready. 

Ren. Durand and Brabe. 

Dur. Command us ; 

We are both prepared ! 

Ren. Mezzano, Revillido, 

Temon, Retrosi ; oh you*re men 1 find. 
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her summons ; 
To-morrow*s rising sun must see you all 
Deck'd in your honours ! are the soldiers ready ? 

AU. All, all. 




- — - — ' ' ' - - — """^^ 
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Ren. You, Durand, with ypdr thousand^ miuit 
possess 
St. Marks ; you, captain, kaow your charge already; 
Tis to secure the! ]Pui»l Palace : You, 
Brabe, with a hqndred more, must gain the Seccjpie. 
With the like number, Bramveil, to the Procurale* 
Be all this done widx the le^st tumult possible, 
Till in each place you post sufficient guards : 
Then sheathe your swords in every breast you meet* 

Jaf. Oh reverend cruelty! Damn*d bloody villain! 

Ren. During this execution, Durand, you. 
Must in the midst keep your battalia fast ; 
And, Theodore, be sure to plant the cannon 
That may command the streets ; whilst Revillido, 
Mezzano, Temon, and Retrosi, guard you. r 

This done, we'll give the general alarm. 
Apply petards, and force the arsenal gates ; 
Then fii^ the oity round in several places. 
Or with our cannon (if it dare resist) 
Batter't to ruin. But, above all, I charge you 
Shed blood enough, spare neither sex nor age. 
Name nor condition ; if there live a senator 
After to-morrow, though the dullest rogue 
That ere said nothing, we have lost our ends ; 
If possible, lef s kill the very name 
Of^senator, and hury it in. olood. 

Jqf. Merciless, horrid slave ! Ay, blood 

enough ! 
Shed blood enough, old Renault: How thou 

charms't me I [Aside. 

Ren» But one thing more, and then farewell *till 

fate 
Join us again, or separate us ever : 
First let's embrace. Heaven knows who next shall 

thus 
Wing ye together: but let's all remember 
We wear no common cause upon our swords : 



Lettsadi man thrnk'thafioti his sifvgje ^rtue 
Depends the good and fame of allthe^n^t ; 
EtefniAl htmotit W'p^fpd^ • ; . 

Let us remembertWu^ What Brtedfltlihteardv 
Propitious foftiine' hitileMb has led uery J- 
Hdvr often on the btiilk^soHie disebVeiy ^ 
Have we stood totteringv yet stHl kept -oUr ground 
So well/ that the b^iest searchers ne*et could foUow 
Tho0e tobtle traets Hv^hidli pUzzted 4lt suspiciooi 
You droop, sir. • ^ . ' ' 

Jaf* I No : with most profound attention 

Fve Heard it all, aiid ft^onder at thy virtue. 

Ren. Though thet^ be yet feW hcrurs 'fWixt them 
and tutey 
Are not the senate laH^d in ftill security, 
Quiet and satisfied, as fok>ls are always !« 
Never did scyprdfound repose fore^rutf 
Calamity so great : Nay, our good-fortune 
Has blinded the most piercing of mankind. 
Strengthened the fearfutlest, charmed thif itiMt sus- 

pectful,' 
Confounded the most silbtle : foi^ we tive, 
We live my friends, and quickly shall our life 
Prove fatal to these tyrants s Let's consider 
That we destroy oppression, avarice/ ; 
A people nursed up equally with viees ' 
And loathsome lusts, which nature most "abhors. 
And i^uch as withdifit shame she cannot sulfer. 

J(if. Oh Belvidera, take me to thy arms, 
An<i shew me whertf s 'my peace<, for I ha¥e lost it 

[^Aside. [jE«V. 

Ren. Without the least remorse then let*-s resolve 
With fire and sword to exterminate these tyrants ; 
And when we shall behold those cars*d tribunals. 
Stained by the tears and sufferings of the innocent. 
Burning with flames, rather from Heaven than 

ours, * ♦ » 

The raging, furious, and unpitjnng soldier 
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Of gapping wretches ; deatfa/in eviry quar<!iE»*#^^ '- 
With all &at sad disorder cmt'i^aroduo^- - i ^\^' ^ 
To makeaspeitatcle of horror; thenfj' 
Then lei' usi call -to mi nd^ my (dearest friends, -^ 
That therd is nothing pore upoh the earth r -^^ 
That the most valued things have most allays, 
And that in ohaiMge 4)f -all ^uioseiiHlfc enormities^ '' '' 
Under wfaose' Weeght ffbis- wretch^ ooqntry labours,^ 
The means are onfy dii ottr? hahds to 'cmwn • them*. ' 
Pierre. And may those Pofwtes^ aibwetW aw 

. projMtioits-^ =' ■: '>* ■•'■' «:!•-'. 

To gallant minds, i record tftk^ cauae^ and bless hv 

i2eii. Thus hi^py^ thus seenre of all we wish fbr^ 
Should there, my friends, be ibund amcMgst.ns one 
False to this glomus enterpfiKy' ^kat^^ ' 
What vengeance were enough for sudraTrtlatn? - 
Eliot. Death here, without repentance; hell here» 

after. 
ReniX^t that be my lot, if as here I stand, ' 
Listed by fate amongst her darlingsons. 
Though I "had one only brother, dear by alt 
The strictest ties of natiire; -tfMiefgh one' hour 
Had given lis -birth, one fertune fedeur wants, • 
One only love, and that but of each other. 
Still fiird our minds : could I liave such a fMend '/ 
Joined in this cause, and had but ground to fear 
He meant foul play ; may this right-hand drop from 

me,' 
If rd not hazard all my inture peace. 
And stab him to the heart before you : Who ? 
Who would do less? Would thou not, Pierre, the 

same? 
Pierre. You've singled me, sir, out for this hard 

question. 
As if 'twere started only for my sake ! 
Am I the thing you fear ? Here, here's my bo^om^ 
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Search it with allyour awords ! am I a traitor ? 

Ren^ No: but! fear your late coumiraided friend 
Is little less :. Come^ sirs^ 'tis. now no. time 
To trifle with our safety* Where's this JaflBeir ? 

Spi. He left the room just now in strange disorder. 

Ken. Nay^ there is dai^r in him : I observed 
him 
During the time I took for explanation^ 
He. was transported from most deep attention 
To .a confusion which he could not ismother* 
JUb looks grew full of sadness and surprize^ 
All which betrayed a wav*ring spirit in him^ 
Th^t )abour*d with reluctancy and sorrow. 
What's requisite for safety, must be done 
With speedy execution ; he remains 
Yet in our power : I for my own part wear 
A digge r 

Pierre. Well. 

Ren. And I could wish it- 

Pierre. Where ? 

Ren. Buried in^ his heart. 

Pierre. Away I we're yet all friands ! 

No more of this, 'twill breed ill blood amongst os. 

Spi. Let us all draw our swords, and seardi the 
. house^ 
Pull him from the dark hole whe^ he sits brooding 
O'er his cold fears, and each man kill his share d[ 

him. 

Pierre. Who talks of killing r who's he will shed 
the blood 
That's dear to. me I Is't you ? or you ? or you, sir t 
What, not one speak ? now you stand gaping all 
On your grave oracle, your woodm god tnere ; 
Y^ not a word ? Then, sir, I'll tell ye a seeret ; 
Suspicion's but at best a coward's virtue ! 

[roRsNAUI.T* 

Ren. A coward— — [^Handles his sward. 
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Pierre. ' Put up thy sword, old man. 

Thy hand shakes at it ; come, let* s heal this breach, 
I am too hot : we yet may all live friends. 

SpL Till we are safe, our friendship cannot be so. 

Pierre. Again! who's! that? 

5bi. Twas I. 

Theo. And I. 

Revil. And I. 

Eliot. And all. 

Ren. Who are on my side ? 

Spi. Every honest sword. 

Let's die like men, and not be sold like slaves. 

Pierre. One such word more, by Heaven, FU to 
the senate. 
And hang ye alMike dogs, in clusters. 
Why peep your coward swords half out their 

shells ? 
Why do you not all brandish them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren. Go to the senate and betray us ; haste. 
Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
Less than thou dar'st be honest. 

Pierre. That's rank falsehood. 

Fear'st not thou death ? Fie, there's a knavish itch 
In that salt blood, an utter foe to smarting. 
Had Jafieir's wife prov'd kind, he'd still been true. 
Faugh— ——how that stinks ! 
Thou die ! thou kill my friend, or thou, or thou. 
Or thou, with that lean, wither'd, wretched face I 
Away, disperse all to your several charges, 
And nieet to-morrow where your honour calls y«iu ; 
I'll bring that man, whose blood you so much thirst 

for. 
And you shall see him venture for you fairl y 
Hence, hence, I say. l^E.vit Renault angrily. 

Spi. I fear we've been to blame ; and done too 
much. 

VOL. II. B B 
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Theo. Twas too far urg'd: s^ainst the man joa 
lov'di 

Reoil. Hive take oue awards, and cruab tfaeai 
with your iciet* ^ 

Sjbi. Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pierre* Nay, now youVc found 

The way. to melt; and cast me as you will : 
ril firtch this friend and give him to your meiey. 
Nay, he shall die, if you will take fadm tfr6m nue. 
For your repose, I'll quk my heart's best jewel ; 
But would not have him torn away by villains^ 
And spitefril villany. 

Spi. No ; may ye both 

For ever live, and fill the world with fame \ 

Pierre. Now you're too kindw Whence roae all 
this discord 2 
Oh what a dangerous precipice have .wer'scap'd I 
How near a fall was all we had long>been boiUingf 
What an eternal blot had stain'd our glories \ 
If one, the bravest and the best of menr) . 
Had fallen a sacrifice to rasb'SUspiciali! ' 
Butcher'd by those,^ whose< causb he came ts 

dierish: 
Oh, could you know him all as I have kkiowa ll]B^ 
How good he is, how just, how true, how brarve, 
You would not leave this frface till you had seea him; 
Humbled yourselves before ham, kiss'd his- feet. 
And gain'd remission for the worst of ibUies« . 
Come but to-morrow, all youif doubts shall end» 
And to your loves me better recommend. 
That I've preserved your fiune, and sav'd my friend* 



■« 
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ACT TV. 
S C E N E I. 

Enter Jaffeir and Belvidera. 

Jqf. Where dost thou lead me? every step I 
move, 
Methinks I tread upeti some mangled limb 
Of a raok'd friend : oh my dear charming ruin I 
Where are we wandVing ? 

Bel. To eternal honour ; 

To do a deed shall chronicle thy name, 
Among the glorious legends of those few 
That have sav'd sinking nations : thy renown 
Shall be the future song of all the virgins. 
Who by their piety have been preserved 
From horrid violation : every street 
Shall be adwn'd with statues to thy honoury 
And at thy. feet this great inscription written. 
Remember him that propped the fall of Venice^ 

Jaf Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The sacred bonds of oaths and holier friendship. 
In fond compassion to a woman's tears 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour. 
To sacrifice the bosom that relieved him. 
Why wilt thou damn ifle ? 

Beh Oh inconstant man ! 

How will you promise ? how will you deceive ? 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage. 
Tell all thy friends how dangerously thou lov'st me, 
And Idt thy dagger do its bloody onice. 
Oh that kind dagger, Jafieir, how 'twill look. 
Stuck through my heart ; drench'd in my blood to 

the hilts, 

B H 2 
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Whilst these poor dying eyes shall with their tears 

No more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free : 

Or if thou think'st it nobler^ let me live 

Till Fm a victim to the hateful lust 

Of that infernal devil^ that old fiend 

Thafs damn'd himself, and would undo mankind. 

Last night, my love! 

Jqf* Name, name it not again. 

It shews a beastly image to my fancy 
Will wake me into madness. Oh the villain ! 
That durst approach such purity as thine. 
On terms so vile : destruction, swifl destructiOD 
Fall ofi my coward head, and make my name 
The common scorn of fools, if I forgive him ; 
If I forgive him t if I not revenge 
With utmost rage, and most unstaying fury. 
Thy suffering, uiou dear darling of my life. 

Bel. Delay no longer then, but to the senate ; 
And tell the dismaFst stoiy ever uttered : 
Tell them what bloodshed, rapines, desolations. 
Have been prepared ; how near^s the fatal hour t 
Save thy poor country, save the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow's dawn 
Must else see shed : save the poor tender lives 
Of all those little infants, which the swords 
Of murderers are whetting for this moment ; 
Think thou already hear*st their dying screams. 
Think that thou see*st their sad distracted mothen 
Kneeling before thy feet, anl^ begging pity. 
With torn dishevelKd hair, and streaming eyes, 
Their naked manded breasts bcsmearM with bloody 
And even the milk with which their fondled babes 
Softly they hush*d, dropping in anguish from them. 
Think thou see*st this, and then consult thy heart. 

Jaf. Oh! 

JBel. Think too, if you lose this present minute 
What miseries the next day brings upon thee. 
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Imagine all the horrors of that night, 
Murder and rapine, waste and desolation, 
Confusedly raging. Think what then may prove 
My lot ! the ravisher may then come safe, 
And 'midst the terror of the public ruin 
Do a damn'd deed ; perhaps may lay a train 
To cateh thy life ; then where will be revenge. 
The dear revenge that's due to such a wrong ? 
Jaf. By all Heaven's Poweil, prophetic truth 
dwells in thee. 
For every word thou speak'st strikes through my 

heart 
JLike a new light, and shews it how't has wander'd. 
Just what thou'st made, take me, Bdvidera, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to say 
This bitter lesson ; where I must betray 
My truth, my virtue, constancy and mends ; 
Must I betray my friend ! Ah take me quickly. 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd ; 
If I relapse once more, all's lost for ever. 

HcU Hast thou a friend more dear than Bel- 

videra? 
Jaf. No ; thou'rt my soul itself^ wealth, friend- 
ship, honour; 
All present joys, and earnest of all future. 
Are summ'd in thee : methinks when in thy arms 
Thus leaning on thy breast, one minute's more 
Than a long thousand years of vulgar hours- 
Why was such happiness not given me pure ? 
Why dash'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter warnings t 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame lamb 
To sacrifice. Thus in his fatal garlands 
Deck'd fine, and pleas'd, the wanton skips and plays^ 
Trots by th' enticing flattering priestess' side,: 
And much transported with its little pride, 
Forgets his dear companions of the plain ; 
Till bv her bounds he's on the altar lain. 
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Yet then too hardly bleats^ radi pleasure's in the 

pain. 

Enter Officer and six Guards. 

# 

Officer. Stand, who goes there ? 

Bel. Friends. 

Jqfj. Friends, Bdvidera! hide me from -my 
friends. 
By Heaven, Td rather' see the face of Hell> . 
Than meet the man I love. 

' Officer • jBut what fnends are yoo ? 

Bel. Friends to the senate and the state of Venice. 
. ^'Officer. My orders are to seise on all I find 
At Xx\\% late fa^ur, and bridg them to the council. 
Who now are. sitting. 

Jaf. Sir, you shall be obey'd. 

Hold, brutes, stand off, none of your paws upon me. 
Now the lot's cast^ and fate do what thou wilt. 

\JLvfiunt guarioL 

SCENE IL 

The Senate-home. 

Where appear sitting ^ the Duke o/* Venice, Priuu, 
Antonio, and eight other Senators. 

Duke. Antony, Priuli, senators of Venice, 
Speak, why are we assembled here this night ? 
what have you to inform us of, concerns 
The state of Venice' honour, or its safety ? 

Pri. Could words express the story I've to tell 
you. 
Fathers, these tears were useless, these sad tears 
That fall from my old eye ; but tbere is cause 
We all should weep, tear off these purple robes. 
And wrap ourselves in sackcloth, sitting :down 
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On tbe <flad earthy - and ciy - aloud to Heaven. 
Heaven knows if yet there be an hour to come 
Ere Venioe be no more. 
All Sen. How ! 

Pri. Nay, . we stand 

Upon die vevy brink of gaping ruin. 
IfVi^n ihJB city *s fermeda dark- conspiracy. 
To massadce us all^ our wives and children, 
Kindred aivd firi^ids^; our* palaces and temples 
To lay in ashes : nay, the hour too fix*d ; 
The =ft«0i^s//40r ought I know, drawn e*en this mo- 
ment, 
And'the'wikl wa^tB begun. From unknown hands 
I had ithis warning : » but if we are men 
Let's not be 'tamely butcher'd, but do somdliing 
That miay inform the work} in after*ages. 
Our virtue was not ruin*d, though we were. 
[^A noise mthout*'\ Room, room, make room, fofr 

some prisoners— 
Sen. Lefs raise the city. 

Enter O^cer and Guard. 

Pri. Speak there, what disturbance ? 

Officer. Tu'o prisoners have the guard seiz'd in 
ttie streets, 
Who say, they come to inform this reverend senate 
About ^fae pres^at danger. 

AIL Give them entrance**- 

Enter Jaffeir end Belvid%ka guarded. 

Well, who are you ? 

J^. A villain. 

Ant. Short and pithy: 

The man speaks well. 

Jqf. Would every man that hears me 

Would deal so honestly, and own his title. 

Duke. Tis rumonr'a that a pl<dt faa» been contrivM 
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Against this state ; that yoii hav^ a share in't too. 
If you're a villain^ to redeem your honour, . 
Unfold the truth, and be reotor!d mth mercy. 

Jaf. Think not.that I to save my Ufe come hither; 
* I know it& value better ; but in pity 
To all those wretches, whose unhabpy dooms 
Are fix'd and seaFd. You see. me here before yoo, 
The sworn and covenanted foe of Venice. 
But use me as my dealings may deserve. 
And I may prove a friend. . . 

Duke. •' , The slave capitulates, 

Give him the tortures. 

Jaf. . ' . . That you dare, not do, 

Your fears won't let you; . nor the longing itch 
To hear a stoiy which you dread the trum of. 
Truth, which the fear of smart shall nef er get. fsom 

me. 
Cowards are scar'd with threatenings : boys are 

whipp'd 
Into confessions : but a Meady mind 
Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body counsel. 
Give him the tortures ! name but such a thing 
Again, by Heaven I'll shut these lips for ever ; 
.Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels. 
Shall force a groan away t hat you may guess 

at. 

Ant. A bloody-minded. fellow I'll warrant; 
•A damn'd bloody-minded fellow. 

Duke. Name your conclitions. 

Jctf. For myself full pardon. 
Besides the lives of two and twenty friends, 

[Delivers a Hit. 
Whose names are here enroU'd; Nay, let their 

crimes 
Be ne'er so monstrous, I must have the oaths 
And sacred promise of this reverend councily 
ThiAt in a full assembly of the senate 
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The thing I ask be ratified. Swear this^ 
And ril unfold the secrets of your danger. 

All. We'll s^rear. 

Duke. Propose the oath. 

Jqf. By all the hopds 

Ye have of peace and happiness hereafter 
Swear. 

All. We all swear. 

Jaf. • To grant me what Fvc ask'd^ 

Ye swear. 

All. We swear. 

Jaf. ■ . And as you keep the oath^ 

May you and your posteri^ be bless'd^ 
Or curs*d for ever ! 

All. Else be cursM for ever! 

Jaf. Then here's the list^ and with't the fiill dis- 
close 
Of all that threatens you. Now^ fate, thou'st 

: caught me. ^Delwers another paper. 

Ant. Why, what a dreadful catalogue of cut- 
throats is here ! I'll warrant you not one of lliese 
fellows, but has a face like a lion. I dare not so 
much as read their names over. 

Duke. Give order that all diligent search be 
made 
To seize these men ; their characters are public. 
The paper intimates their rendezvous 
To be at the house of a fam'd Grecian courtezan, 
Gaird Aquilina ; see that place secur'd. 

Ant. What, my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Duny, 

Nicky Nacky in the plot -Fll make a speech 

M ost noble senators. 
What headlong apprehensions drive you on. 
Right noble, wise, and truly solid Senators, 
To violate the laws and rights of nations ? 
The lady is a lady of renown. 
*Tis true^ she holds a house of fair reception. 
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And though I say't myself, as many moie 
Can say as well as !■ ^ 

2 Sen. My lord, long speeches 

Are frivolous here, when dangers are so near as ; 
We all well know your interest in that lady; 
The worldi talks loud on't. 

Ant. Verily I have done; 

I say no more* 

r ^ukt.' But since he has declared 

Himself concerned, pray, captain, take great cmtioQ 
To treat the fair one as becomes/ berbharacter. 
And *lit iier bed-obtoiber be searched with de- 

eency. 
You, Jaffeir, must with patience hear till monuog 
To be^our prisoner. 

• Ji^. Would the ebains of death 

Had bound me fast ere I had known this minute. 
IWdone a deed will make my stoiy hereafter 
Quoted in competition with all ill ones : 
Tlie history, of my wickedness shall run 
jDov^nr through the low traditions of the vulgar. 
And boys be tauglit to tell the tale of JaflS^r. 

Duke. Captain, withdraw yottr prisoner. 

Jaf^ Sir, irpoasible, 

Leadf me where my own thoughts themselves may 

lose me ; 
Where I may doze^out what I've left of life, 
Fo]!get myself 'and this day*s guilt and fitlsehood. 
Cruel remembrance, ' luMHf ilbalM appease thee t 

[JBit^V guarded. 
{Mshe wUiimitC\ iMere traitors ; room^ room, snake 

room there. 

Duke. How's this ? guards ? 

Where are our* guards? shut up the gates^; the 

. treason's 
Already at our doors. 



^ 
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■ JSnter Officer. 

(^io^* ' My lords^ more traitors ; 

SuaM in !the Tifry act of consultation ; 
FtttnkhTdivritb'iarms fand'aaEtrtimeAts of la^^ 
Bring in the prisoners* 

Enter Pierre^ RRNAum, Theodore, Euot, 
Revilido^ and other Conspirators^ in Fetters^ 
guarded. A > ' . : . \ 

: yiPierre. ? J >V6ui'.the lords and&tfaers 

(As youllare)piet9*d ib call yoiii»dves)f(if iVeiike; - 
If you ^'hereto igiiide tiiie'eoinrae' of justice, 
Whyt tkete idisgincefe) 'dhiansi itfponi my liinb» 
That have so often laboured in your «emce i 
Are 'tbese the wreaths of ttitlmiph you bestow 
On those tint bring yon conqueits 'home, and 

'>lionovps? 
Duke. Go^on;. yon 'shall* be heard, i sir. 
Ant J And be faiEng^d too, i hxjpe* - 
Pierre. Are these the trophies 'I?v«deserv'd, for 
fighting » 

Yoar> batdes with confederated powers ? 
When winds -and'seas contpit}d)toioT^*dirow'yoi], 
And brought the fleets of Spain'to your own har- 

)boiirs: 
When jnou, . great Duke, lArunk^ UsembKag in your 

> palace, 
And saw your wife, the Adriatiok, -ploughed 
Like a lewd whore by bolder prows than yoUi^s, 
Stepped not I forth, and taught your k)Ose Venetians 
The task of honour, and the way to greatness! 
Raised you' from your capitulating fears. 
To stipulate the terms of sued'-fbr peace ? 
And this my recompense ? If I'm a traitor. 
Produce n>y charge : or shew the wreteh tHat-^s base 

enough. 
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And brave enough to tell me I'm a tndton 
Duke* Know you one Jaileir ? 

[All the Conspiratorg murmur. 
Pierre. Yes, and know bis virtue. 

His justice, truth ; bis general worth and suffer- 
ings 
From a bard fiither taught me first to love him« 
Duke. See him brought forth. 

Enter Jaffeir guarded. 

. Pierre. My friend too bound ! nay then 

Our fate has conquered us, and we must hlh 
Why droojps the man whose welfare*s so much mine 
They're but one thing? These reverend tjrrantSi 

Ja£feir, 
Call us all traitors : Art thou one, my brother ? 

Jqf. To thee I am the fiilsest, veriest slave 
That e*er betrayed a generous trusting firiend. 
And gave up honour to be sure of rum : 
All . our fair hopes which momii^ was to have 

crown'd. 
Has this curs*d tongue o'erthrown. 

Pierre. So then, alFs overt 

Venice has lost her freedom ; I my life ; 
No nfiore : farewell. 

Duke. Say ; will you make confession 

Of your vile deed, and trust the senate's xoetcy ? 

Pierre. Curs'd be your senate : curs*d your con- 
stitution : 
The curse c^ growing fitctions and division 
Still vex your councils, shake your public safety. 
And make the robes of government you wear. 
Hateful to you, as these base chains to me. 

Duke. Pardon, or death i 

Pierre. Death, honourable death ! 

Ren. Death's the best thing we ask, or you can 
give. 
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All Can. No shameful bonds^ but honourable 

death. 
Duke. Break up the council: Captain, guard 
your prisoners. 
Jaffeir, you're free, but these miwt wait for judg- 
ment [Exeunt all the SenatcMrs. 
Pierre. Come, where's my dungeon? lead me 
to my straw : 
It will not be the first time I've lodg'd hard 
To do your senate service. 

J^' Hold one moment 

Pierre. Who's he disputes the judgment of the 
senate? 

Presumptuous rebel— —on [Strikes Jap. 

•^^ By Heaven you stir not 

I must be heard, I must have leave to speak ; 
Thw hast disgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler justice ? 
But use me as thou wilt, thou canst not wrong me. 
For I am fell'n beneath the basest injuries ; 
Vet look upon me with an eye of mercy. 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 
Shut not thy heart i^inst a friend's repentance. 
But as there dwells a god-like nature in thee, 
Listen with mildness to my supplications. 

Pierre. What whining monk art thou? what 
holy cheat. 
That wouldst encroach upcm my credulous ears. 
And cant'st thus vilely ? Hence. I know thee not. 
Dissemble and be nasty : leave me, Jiypocrite. 
Jqf. Not know me, Pierre! 
Pierre. No, I know thee not : what art thou ? 
Jaf. Jaffeir, thy friend, thy once lov'd, valued 
friend ! 
Though now deservedly scorn'd, and us'd most hardly. 
Pierre. Thou Jaffeir I thou my once loved, valu'd 
friend ! 
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By< Heavens tlmi liett ; the maa-so call'd my firiend. 
Was generous, honest, faithful, just^ and valiant. 
Noble in jnind, • and in bis persoa lovely. 
Dear to my eyes, and tender ta my > heart : 
Bat thou, a wretched, base, faise, . wortUesS' <^mud, 
Pqoo> even in >soal, and loathsome in thy aspect : 
AU.eyes must shim. thee^. and all hearts* detest tiiee. 
PrYtbee avoid, nor longer clnig-thua round me 
Like something baaefiEil, that my <natiiri0*6 chillVi at 
Jaf. I have not wronged thee, by liiese tears I 

have^Qot^ 
But sttll am honest, true, and lK»e too valiants 
My mind still full of thee : therefore still noble. 
Let not^thy eyes then-shan' me^ nor^thy heart 
Detest f me utterly : (Ji> .look upon me. 
Look back and see my sad, siooei^ subonssion t 
How my heart si«elk, . aa e^en 'twould > burst my 

bosom ; 
Fond q£ its goal, and labouring. to< be at dM&! 
What shall I do? what (Say to make^theeheap^me? 
Pierre. Hast thou not wrong^'d me j dar*st thoa 

call thyself 
That cmce lov'd, honesty valued jriend of mine. 
And swear thou hast not wronged me? whence these 

chains r 
Whence the vile deathy whicfai Imay meet thifh mo- 
ment? 
Whence this dishonoitr, but ffrom thee, thoaffake 

one ? 
Jaf. — ^AH's tf ue, yet grant one thing, andTve 

done asking. 
Pierre. What's tlMU? 

Jaf. To take thy life on such conditions 

The council have proposM : thou and thy friends 
May yet live long,, and to be' better treated* 

Pierre. Life ! ask my life I: confess ! record myself 
A villain for the privilege to breathe. 
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Aodb carry up and ddwn this cursed city 
A discontented and repining spirit^. 
Burdensome to itself j * a fevr years longai!. 
To lose, it may be, at last in al Jewd quarrel: . ^^ 
For some new friend, treacherous and false as thou art! 
No, this vile world and I have ^lettg been janglingy 
And cannot part on better terms tban >naw^> 
Wbei^ only men like thee aie fit to^live nift..' 

JkgT. Byiall'that?sju8t>— « 

Pierre. Swear by somei other piMiter^k 

For thou hast broioeithat sacred oatb too' lately. • 

Jaf. Then by tliat hell I merit, 111 not leave thee «' 
*TiU to thyself^ at least thou*rt reconcil'd ; 
However thy resentments deal with me« 

Pierre. Not leave me 1 

J(^. No ; thou shalt not force me from thee : 
Use me- repooaohfriUy, and like a slave; 
Tread oa me, bufiet me, heap wrongs ^xi wrodbga^ 
On my poor head ; 111 bearatialitwitb patienlde. 
Shall weary out thy mostmafriefidly orael^tf 
Lie at thy feet and kiss them^ Ihcmgb they spun> me. 
Till wounded 'by my sufferings, you relent. 
And raise me to thy arms with dter forgiveness. 

Pierre. Art thou no t 



Jqf. What? 

Pterre. A traitor ? 

Jqf. Yes. 

Pierre. A villain ? 

Jqf. Granted. 

Pierre. A coward^ a most scandalous coward, 
Spiritless, void of honour, one who has sold 
lliy everlasting fame for shameless life ? 

Jqf. All, all, and more, much more ; my faults 
are nmnberless. 
. Pierre. And wotildst thou have me live oh terms 

like thine r 
Ba.se as thou'rt fake- 
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Jaf. No, 'tis to me that's granted. 

The safety of thy life was all I aim'd at. 
In recompense for faith and trust so broken. 

Pierre. I scorn it more, because preserved by 
thee: 
And as when first my foolish heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries. 
Relieved thy wants, and raised thee from thy state 
Of wretchedness in which thy fate had plunged thee; 
To rank thee in my list of noble friends ; . 
All I received in surety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded oaths ; and this, this da^er. 
Given with a worthless pledge, thou since hast stoXn; 
So I restore it back to thee again ; 
Swearing by all those powers which thou hast vio- 
lated. 
Never from this curs'd hour to hold communion. 
Friendships or interest with thee, though our years 
Were to exceed those limited the world. 
Take it — farewell for now I owe thee nothing. 

Jetf. Say thou wilt live then. 

Pierre. For my life, dispose it 

Just as thou wilt, because 'tis what I*m tir'd with. 

Jaf. Oh, Pierre I 

Pierre. No more. 

Jiif. My eyes won't lose sight, of thee. 

But languish afler thine, and ache with gazing. 

Pierre. Licave me — ^nay, then thus, thus I throw 
thee from me ; 
And curses great as is thy falsehood catch thee. 

[Exit. 

Jaf. Amen. 
He's gone, my father, friend, preserver. 
And here's the portion he has left me. 

[Holds th€ dagger up. 
This dagger, well remember'd ! With this dagger 
I gave a solemn vow of dire importance ; . 



MESB/q.] /'k^PummjmovisxEBf. sat 



Parted with ^Ifaiff and Behidera togetfaer. 
Have a care, inem*iy, drive that thcmgbt' n6 fin^jderi' 
No; 'I*]h estteemr it ^msi m friebd>r last te^cy, 
Treasure it «pi iividnntbis: wrdte 
Whei^'itimay giiow-aequ^Bted/wkh my heaart,^ 
That when tbey Iheet^ ihey -stari not fifdmr*eadh' otheri 
So ;. iio#fotthmkmgi a blow;^ oalFdti^aitor^ Vilhriii^ 
Coward, ,diiihfoii0inrid)k' coward, fou^ ! 
Ohi 1dit9i kmg aound< sleep, and !so ^fovget it t . 
Down>i busy t dwil««^ 
. • • . 

Enter Belvidera. 

. Sill Wikither shall I ey ? 

Where hide me and my miseries together ? 
Wfam«% inovr the Rxlilian constancy I boasted h ''- 
Sunk into trembling' fears and desperation I 
N6t)duriug now to look to^ that dear face 
Which ns'd to smile even 6n my fkiilts^, but doYim * 
Bending these 4ni8erabler 6y6» oil/ earth. 
Must move in penance, and inaplore much mercy. 

Jqf. Mercy! kind Heaven has surely endless stcMes 
Hokraed Ibr thee of blessings yet untasted ; 
Let wretches loaded hard with giiilt, as I am. 
Bow with the we^ht, and groan beneath the burden; 
Creep wi^h a remnaiit of that strettigth they've left, . 
Before the footstool of that Heaven they've in- 
jured. 
Oh Behridera^h Tm the wretohedlsft creature 
E'er crawl -don^earth:« now if thoii*9t virtue> help me,' 
Take me irito:thy?aritiSi and speak the words of peac6 
lb my dividedisoid^ that wars within me. 
And raises every sense to my confusion ; 
By Heaven Fm totteinng to the very brink 
Or peaces and tHou art all the hold I've left. 

BeL ^ Alats !' li know thy sorrows aremostmigfaty I 
I know thou?st caui^ to moimay : to movra, tnyf 
JafiefiTv 
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How your lipf sbs^kif^ 9,i^tl\'.yfm*W^9W»0et4l 
What inies^m myil9V«? .. 

Jqf. teave, ^.J ^bwgfti tfeP^ iww werr^ttpng 
' temptg^ons. , , 

J^. Np««)re>*ii*lear6iDe, 

J^. Oh ! by Heaven I love tbf© With thathfc^ 
ness^ 

Near these curst hands : ar^ th^ not coW upon wee: 

IPuUs thei4^ger half out of his bosoms and 

put^, it back again. 

Bck >fc, ; .cverla?tftig,i»n»^V in thy 

To lean thus on thy bveasl^ is Jioftcr {ease^ 

Than downy jfi]\qvirjk4^"A 5Wlfc bawM 

Jaf. Afas I thou t^i^Kt* tiot X)f tbe 1 thocna 'tis 

Fly, ere they gall thee : there's a liurkiBg seipcnt 

Artthpupftt,ferwfi^4?-^- 
JBe/. Na,; 

J^; CftUtamind 

Whatthfiiil^Mtdwcb and whit^pr thou hast Iwoa^ 
me.' ' 

Bel. Hahl 

Jqf. Where's mv fri«p4 ? :iny fnend, thou smffii^ 
. mischief? . 
Nay, shrink not, nofii^'tis'JtpQiate^tfaoiishoiildrthafe 

. fled 
When thy guilt firftt had caiiie ; for dire revenge 
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans ! 



Already ; see, they ve fix*d him on the wheel. 
And no5«r th^ Usv/^l^nhr-Mmdidr ! peirjar'd ararte^ 



Murdei^-Oh !-^hftf k thee, t)*a?b^s8/ thou hast doite 

this; 
Thhnks t6>thy teats HkldMse'pdtmiadmg love. 
How her eyes speak ! ' O ttioil bewitching ctditure ! 

\Fumblingfor his dagger. 
Madness ean*t hurt'thee! Golne^ thbu little trembler^ 
Creep into my heitrt^ and 'thi^re lie safe : 
Tis thy dWn ti«w!fel-^haih— Jtt stAhd off, 
Heaveli muist have jUstiee, and riiy broken vows 
Will sink me else beheath its reaching mercy ; 
ni wink, and then ^is ddn o^ ■ ■ 

Bel. What me^hi the lord' 

Of me> ttiyiife, dnd love? whiifs in thy b6i^om, 
Thou ^rrisgst at so ? nay, Ti^hy am I thus tinted ? 

HDraws the dagger, and offers t& stab' her. 
What wilt thou do } Ah, do not kill mfe, ' Jaffeir : 
Pity these panting breasts, afld trefiiblihg Ihhfos, '' 
That us*d'to clasp thee when thy ' Iddki ^^ere 

milder ; 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg*d soul : 
And plunge it not into eternal darkness. 

Jij^. Know^ Belvidera, when we parted last, 
I gave this dagger with thee as in trust, 
To be thy portion, if I e*ef pirov*d false. 
On such condition was my truth believed : 
But now *tis forfeited, and ftmst be paid for. 

[Offers to stab her again. 

Bel Oh mer^ ! . [Kneeling. 

Jaf. Nay, no ttt^ugglin^. 

BeL « Now then kill mei 

[Leaps "Updrihis neck^ and kisses' HifAi 
While thus I ^Kng about thy cntel n^efek, 
Kiss thy twettgefol lips, {lira die in joys 
Greater than any I can g^^d hereafter. 

Jaf. I am, I am a cdvvdrd ; iHritness HiAVen, 
Witness iii eari^ Mievttf h^ia^ ivittfesn ; 
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'TU but one blow I yet^. by immortal Lbve^ 
I cannot longer bear a thought to hann thee. 

[He. throw f away the dagger, and embraces, her. 
The seal of Providence is sure upon thee '^ - 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders : 
Ob thou wert either bom to save or damn nuel 
By all the power that*s given thee o*er my soulj 
By thy resistless tears and conquering smiles. 
By the victorious love that still waits on thee : 
Fly to. thy cruel father ; save my friend. 
Or all biir future quiet's lost for ever : ; ^ 
IPall at his feet, cling round his reverend knees; 
Speak to him with jthy eyes, and with thy tears 
Melt his hard hearty and wake dead nature in him. 
Crush him in thy arms, torture him with thy soft- 
ness: 
Nor,^till thy prayers are granted, set him free. 
But conquer him as thou hast conqujer'd me. 

[^Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Priuu solut. 



• • 



Pri. Why, cruel Heaven, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthened to this sad one ? On ! dishonour 
J^d deathless infamy ^re fiillen upon me. 
V(^as it my fault ? Am I a traitor ? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter, wedded ; 
There my best blood runs foul, and a disease 
Incurable has seized upon my memory. 
To make it rot, and stmk to after ages. 
Curs'a be the fatal minute wh^. I got her. 



uS-ji^ JL. 
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Or would that I'd be^n any thing but man^ 
And raised an itsue which would ne'er have wrong'd 
' . .roe* * 

The miserable creatures^ man excepted^ 
Are not the less esteem'd^ though their posterity 
Degeneiiite from the virtues of their fathers ; 
The vilest beasts are happy in their ofiiiprings^ 
While only man gets traitors, whores, and villains. 
Curs'd be the names, and some swift blow from fate 
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotten. 

Enter Belvidera in a long mourning veil. 

Bel. He's there, mv father, my inhuman father, 
That for three years, has left an only child 
Exposed to all the outrages of fate. 
And cruel ruin-^-cJi I — — 

Pri. What child of sorrow • 

Art thou that com*st thus wrapped in weeds of sad- 
ness, 
And mov'st as it thy steps were towards a grave ? 

Bel. A wretch, who from the very top of happi* 
ness 
Am fallen into the lowest depths of misery. 
And want your pitying hand to raise me up. 

PrL Indeed thou tallc'st as thou hadst tasted sor- 
rows ; 
Would I could help thee. 

Bel. Tis^ greatly in your power : 

The world too speaks you <sb^tabie ; and I, 
Who ne'er ask'd alms before, in that dear hope 
Am come a begging to you, sin 

Pri. For what? 

Bel. Oh, well regard me ; is this voice a strange 
one I 
Consider too, when beggars once pretend 
A case like .mine, no little will content them. 

Pri* What wouldst thou beg for ? 



99% vjmim'SstMmmiH or, ^mx-^. 

Bel. Wity;9»A finrgiTme»& ^Tkr^wsJ^iAar mdL 
Pytbe^Jdod tQoder mxBesioCculd.aiidifiifhei^ 
Hear my complaints, and take me to your love. 

Pri. My ^iiugfat^ ? 

Bfit. Yei^ yopr :daii|^litery ibyr a ■mthor 

Virtuoup ;ad4 epbte^ iUlJbfiil to yoyn thfiowr^ 
Obedi^t . to your. wiU> Jkt^d to. yioiir'.iv]8hes5 i 

JX^X. to ymr. arms: . . By all the jogrs she ^[aveyoo, 
WbdH m her blooming years: she .was ywacixeumtj 
Lopk lUndly pn file ; iii my &Qe .behold 
The lineaments of her's you've kiss'd so, .often^ 
Pleadifig the cause of yonr poor cast4)ff child. 
, JP^ri* TboU' art my daughter. 

Bet. Yes-^rand/yoDVe oft tdd m^ 

With smiles of love, and chaste paternal kisaes^ 
rd much resemblance of my-mbtbar. 

Pri. Oh ! 

IjMst thou >ijaheritBd her. raatchksa virtues 
I had been too bless'd. 

Bel. Nay^ do not*caU to memery 

My. disobedience^ but let pity enter 
Into your heart, and quite deface the impression. 
For could you think how mine's perpleai'd, sprint 

sadness, 
Fe^ri^.and despairs ^ distract the peace within me. 
Oh ! you would take me in your dear dear arms. 
Hover with strong compassion o*er your young one^ 
Tq shelter me with, a protecting wing 
From the black gathered stcnm, that's just, just 
breaking. . •. 

Pri. Don't talk thus. / 

Bel. ' Yes^ I must, and you must hear too. 
Ihave a husband. 

Pri. Damn him. 

Bel. Oh ! do not curse. kim; 

He would not speak so. hard a. ward tonrards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deal niith noe. . . 



.JM^ ■•■^'. ^ ^ Qb I jtfMfleVbut-ihi9i«hQitiniomeiit 
Twixt me and fate : yet send me notiwidi curses 
Down to my grave; affi>rd meondidndr^ldessin^. 
P^ffiM'^j^fiaii^ jiisfeil«kftiiiie jtt^3mir arms^ . 
And reconuneiid im r wklt at |>myeir i to iMeanren, '• ' 

That I miiy !di« inipfac^iirfiminhenJ'm^dead'^^^-^'* 
Pri. HowimyiSoiiTsfiMidfi'dr 

Bel. JUajtime^ I <Mgi jmi^li^i m^ 

By thQ di9ar adMiioC 0131 tetader jBother. 
Shii would, hivie piti^.meiihad.&tej}ret s^diiier. ^ 

J^ri^ ByMw^m vayitchmg lieattforobodte miidl 

'iittiacfuei* •• • 

Tell pMitb]^ st0iyt?£(ur ftVn «tilltby fMier. : 

Pri. Speak* : 

Bal. . . iNoimatter. 

Pri. ' Tell>m«: 

By yon l>l«a$:d boavtin^' my ^ heart rant Vert ^with 
: fondness* 

-Be/. Qhl 

Pri. Utter it. 

jSle/, Oh my husband^ my dear huabaiid 

Carries a dagger in. his onoe kind bosom, 
Ta pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera. 

Pri. Kill thee! 

Bd: Yes^fcillmfe. When he passM hisv faith 
And coyienantt agaiEtst: your state and senate^ 
He gave me up asthdstage.for.hi&.truth : 
With me a di^gei;, and a dire.oommassion, ^ 

Whene'eV he fiaFd, to fdfuingeittibnmgh <iiis bosonu 
I learnt :tbe danger^ chose the hovr !af love 
T attempt bis hearty, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevailed, add. blessed me with success ; ^ 
He came> com&ss'd^ betrayed his dearest friends, 
For promised mercy^ Nowv they're doom -d to su^l 
Qaird .witbvremfimbrance of what then was sworn. 
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If they are lort^ he vows to appease the Goda 
With this poor life, and malLe' my blood the atone- 
ment. 

Pri. Hearens! 

BeL Think yon saw idiat past at our last parting; 
Think you beheld him like a raging lion, 
Paeing the earth, and tearing up his steps. 
Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 
Of. burning fury ; think you saw one hand 
Fix'd on my throat, whilst the extended other 
Gram'd a keen threatening dagger ; Oh I 'twas thai 
We last embraced ; when, trembling widi reveDge, 
He dragg*d me to the ground, and, at my bosom 
Presented horrid death; cried out, My friebda. 
Where are my friends ? swore, wept, rag*d, ^rat- 

en*c!, lov*d« 
For yet he lor'd, and that dear love preserved me 
To this last trial of a father's pity. 
I fear ;not death, but cannot bear a thought 
That that dear hand should do the unfriendly oflGlce. 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the senate, save the promised lives 
Of his deiEir friends, ere mine be made the sacrifice. 

Pri. Oh, my heart's comfort ! 

BeL . Will you not, my father ? 

Weep not, but answer me. 

Pri. B V Heaven, I wilL 

Not one of them but what ^all be immortal. 
Canst thou :foreive me all my follies past, 
I'll henceforth be indeed a father ; never, 
jMever: more thus expose, but cherish thee. 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life : 
Dear as these eyes that weep in fondness o'er thee. 
Peaoe to thy heart. Farewell. 

Bel. Go, and remember 

«31s Belvidera's life her father pleads for. 
, [Eseunt seoeralfy* 



; ' Enter Amomo. 

. Aftt. HuAs bum, habf 

Signior Priuli, my lord Priuli, my. lord, my lord^ 
^ly lord : h6w we lords lofve to call one anotlier by 
our titles. My lord, my lord, my lord— —pox oa 
lliiQ, I am a lOrd as M^en as h^ And so let him fid- 
dle — rU warraiit hipi he's gone to the senate-house^ 
^d ril be tbere.tQOj soon enough for somebody. Odd 

here's a tickling speech about the plot. Til proye 
there's a plot with a vengeance . Would I had it 

with^mt book ; let me s ec 

Most reyerend Seyciators, 
That there is a plot, surely by thi^ time no man 
that hath eyes or unddrstanding in his head will pre- 
sume to doubt; 'tis as plain as the light in the 
euQumb^r^-^-rrnp-n — bola .there — r<iucumber doe» 
not opine in ye t 'tis plain as the light in the sun, 
or as the man in the moon, eyeii at noon-day. It is 
indeed a pumkinrPlbt, which, just as it was mellow^ 
we have gatherep, and now we have .gathered itj^ 
prepared and dressed it, shall we; throw it Uke 8| 
pickled cucumber out at the. window? .No: that ii^ 
not only a bloody, horrid, execrable, damnable, and 
audacious plpt ; but it is, as I may. so say, a saucy, 
plot : and we all know, mo9t. reverend fatners, that 
which is sapce for a goose is sauce for a gander ; 
therefore^ I say, as those blood-thirsty ganders of 
the conjGipiracy would have destroyed us geese of the 
senate, letiis make haste to destroy them; so I humbly 

mpve for; hanging^: Hah, hurry durry , 1 think 

this will do ; though I was something out at firsts 
about the sun and the cucumber. 

Enter Aauilina. 

L Aqui; Good morrow, senator. 
Ant. Nacky, my dear Nackyi morroiw, Nacky $ 
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odd, I am very brisk, very nwpy, very pert, very 
jovial !— ha a a a a k iss me^ Nacky ; now dost 
thou do, my little tory rory strumpet >} kiss tne^ i* say, 
hatzyi l^ss' noe. 

A^i. -Kiss me, Nacky! bm^ydu, fiiir Oaoomb, 
hang ys(u,*sir. 

:^^^ Hi^ly^^taity, is <it so ifideed ? ifith all my 
heart, ^f5ttth-----'JSey,*Acii agfr ^ it;ft *tttii*'-j— flcy, 
thM up p> we, Thaxt dum deram dump. ' £Singh 

*AytU.' Signiw. 

Ant.^ Mad6na« 

Aqui. Do you intend to die in ftMf dwn bed ? 

Ant. About threesoM'y^tfS betlte^tXMUlb may be 
done, my dean 

Aquu YouUl be^Mged, signior. 

Ant. ^Hanged, sweetl^ant, pr^ydli^e be^qlritt; 
hanged, qu6th^a,'i:hat*s a meity^oti c ei t wi lli sll my 
heart; whV, thcni jokest, Naoky;^Ott art^gtl^ento 
joking,- nt ' sumir ; WftM, I 'protest, ' Ntteky^ riw, I 
must protest, '■ and will protisst; that ^I lityre joking 
dearly, man. 'And I love*tkM> for jdint^, Md IH 
kiss the^ for joking^ aiid^towto' thee for jriting ; and, 
odd, I have a devilish- miild to takdiSiee andS about 
that business fu* joking too;' <>dd I have, ^aiid £"13^9 
then up go we^ dum dam derum ^ump. [Smgi. 

Aqui. '• See yott this, sir ? . l^MWi dagger: 

Ant. O Laud> a digger (^ Laud ! 4t is iMtxmJij 
my aversion^ I -^m^iot endure the sight on't^' bideit, 
for'Heaven^s cfeike,!' cannot look thsft ^imy tiM it be 
geme^'-i^bidd it, hid^' it^ ■ oh, oh^ bld^ 4t ! 

'Aqui. Tfes, in yowrhektt TB hide it. 

Ant^ My heart ! ^ •tvhatj hide a dagger in wy heart's 
blood! 

Aqui. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pam- 
pered devil ; 
Thou hast helped to'^spoil tOrfeMeJ'M^VW have 
wngeance ; 



Oni tli^ lourtld Aik^ (far. All the bloody senate, . 
The perjured faithless senate : wheite'MQii}^ loivl^ ju . ; 
My happiness, iofy loyo, myi 'Oed, my hero ? . , 
Doona'd Jbfithy accursed tongue, amongst the i«9t; 
lb i^isbatne&Lmck ? By all the rage that's in me, 
Ftt ii& 'irkole yeawim miuideria^ thee. 

Wbti«efow aoipasai^Qatei? wkat have I dote ? i;thAt'# 
thie'«iitfti!^on^)dew'>Nacky? Ainiiiotl.tiijr Imeji 
thy happiness, thy lord, thy hero, thy senator, and 
every thing in the worM,' Nkeky^f 

Ayuii Vhoikl thinkai th<Ni^;thatt:^ftrt/ ftt;to mqet 
• •>•• mjpjoy*;]. 
To bear the eager clasps of my embr^oe^f?') 
Give me *aig^ Pierm, oi>-*r^ . . ': . 

^lifv Why, he's to bc' haitged,. little Nucly j , 
Trussed upefor ttreasoB, and cM^otb, ffSnld^. ... 

Aqui. Thcattliest : stop dpMiiiiby^. tJMMt.rtihflHl 
heUiibisentenee,] : ^ 

Or *tis ihjp^hab^ sweac^thiitnLy lov» sbaULIiw^ i / 
Or thoii^sirtidcad* 

Ant. Ah, h h h. 

Aqui. ' Swear ta recall his doom; 

Svraar.aitmy'feet, and tremble atmjLftitT**' . 
. AnL Ixd^c^ nmt ifshe-iyouIdlMtU a lit4;iebit, 
one kick nour >^Ab, 'h h h. 

Aqui. Swear, or ^ 

Ant. I do; by 'tbeaedeat fragrant fopts. 

And little toei,iBweet.aa, ^ e ee, tnj)r/Na<^y, Naokyi^ 
Naoky« i- ' ■ ■' 

Aqui. WomA ■• ' - 

An$* Nothing but untie! rthy shoe-string a Utde, 
faith and troth. That's all, that's all^ as | hpp^ to 
live, Naoky, that's alL 

Afui^ Nay • then*»T-*w- 

Ant. Hokl^ hold ;. thy lova, tl^y lond^ thy hero^ 
Shall bepres^rv'd and safe. 
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Aqui. ' ' : Or may this poniaid . 

Rust in thy heart 
Ant. With all my souK 

iAfui. FarewdL 

[JEMt AaUIUNA. 

Ant. Adieu. Why what a bloody*-mitided^ inve- 
terate, termagant strumpet have I Been plagued 
with ! oh, h, h! yet more! nay, then I die, I &~ 
I am dead already. [Stretches out kimtdf. 

* .... 

Enter Jaffeir. 

Jaf. Final destruction seize on all. the world : 
Bend down ye heavens, and, shutting round tfaii 

earth. 
Crush the vile globe into-its first confusion; 
Scorch it with elemental: flames to one .cur8*d cinder, 
And all us little creepers in it ealFd men. 
Bum, hum tonothing : but let Venice bum. 
Hotter than all the rest : here kindle hell,. 
Ne^er to extinguish ; and. let; soub hereafter 
Groan here, in all those pains which mine Jfeels now. 

f . . Enter Belvidera. 

Bel. My li fo ■ ...•:. [Meeting him. 

Jaf. My plagues \Twrmngfr(m her. 

Bel. * Nay then I see my ruin : 

If I must die ! • ^ — ■: 

"Jaf. ' No, death's this da^ too busy : 

Thy father's ilUtim*d metxy came too. late. 
I thank thee for thy labours though, and him too» . 
But all my poor betrayed unhappy friends 
Have summons to prepare for &te's i>lack hour ; 
And yet I live. 

Bel. Then be the next my doom : 

I see thou hast pass'd my sentence in thy heart, . 
And ril no longer weep or plead against it« . 
But with the humblest most obedient patience 
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M«et tliy dear hands, and: km them* when.thejr 

wound me. r 

Indeed I am willing, but I be^ thee do it . v/ 
Widi »ome Demorse $; aiid when thou giv^st the;hlfrw. 
View me with eyes of a relenting love, , . . \ ., 
And show me pity, for 'twill sweeten justice. .. 

Jaf^ Show pity to thee 1 

IbtU Yes ; and when thy hattds> 

Chared with my fiite, come trembUng to the de^. 
As thou h9»t done a thousand. thousiuid times 
To this poor breast, when kinder rage has brought 
. luce, . " ^ 'i ' . ' .. 

When our sting'd hearts have leap'd to meet each 

other, . , 

And melting kisses seal'd our lips together; 
When joys have left me gasping in thy arms : . 
3o let my death come now, and FU not shrink 
firom't. 

Jcf. Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my cruel^. 
Nor let the. thoughts of death perplex thy fencjl; . 
But Answer me to what I shall demand, ... 
With a firm temper aiid unshaken spirit. 

Bel. I will, when Fve done weepir^ . 

Jij/I Fye, no more on't-^-v 

How long is*t since that miserable day ^ '^^^ 

We wedded first? 1^211 li 

Bd. Ohlf ; 

j€i^. . Nay, keep in thy tears. 

Lest they unman me too. 

B^l* Heaven knows, I cannot 

The words you utter sound so very sadly, 
These streams will feJlo w 

Jaf. Come, FU kiss them dry then. 

^e/. But was't a miserable day ? . 

Jaf. A curs'd one. 

Bel. I thought it otherwise ; and you've oft sworn 
In the transporting hours of warmest love. 
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bless*d it. 

Jqf. 'Twasr finsb wdii 

Bd:^ TbcHir why aift i^ iioir eonTd; (m ? 

«/d/I No^ Bdfddem>^bytthe:eitemadi>lVMliv: 
I doat witk too ramcb. fondn&ssu , 

Bel. Stittwidod!. 

Stitt then da yoa low meic 

J^^y Natiin^ jn her worlwgs^ 

Inclines 'Hot wkb moreiardontr toicreaitioB, • 
Tfeim I <l0' now towanfa :thee ; manao^riwaai Ubis'i^ 
Since the first pair first met, as I have. been. 

jBe/, Thmi suTff yoB^will not^urse me. 

Jaf. No, 111 bless tbec 

I came oh puipose^ ^^^Ividera^ to bless thee* 
*Tis no^fi think/ three yearsi^eVe Ih^d togednr. 
> 'B^k And may' not fatal minute> esrer part us^ 
Till, reverend grown, for age and love, we go 
Down^toone'gmvey as our last' bed^ 'together. .> 
Therts; sleep in peace) <;;ilLaareterBal';moni]im - 

Jaf. When will that be;? i [Sighing. 

Bel. ... I hopelong ages lience. 

Jqf. Hare Inothitiberto^^I^begthee tell me 
Thy-vety feaw) us*d thee with tenderest love?. 
Did e'er mv soul rise upiniwnuth againstthee ^ 
Did I e*er frown when Belvidera smil'd; 
Or, by the least unfriendly wbddj betray 
Abating' pasjiiot>? have I ever wrong'd thee ? 

Bel. No. 

Jaf. Har my besrt^^ or have my eyes e'er v?aiider'd 
To any other woman ? 

Bel. -Nevetv aacvei**-'*— • 

I weiie ^he worst of false ones^- should I accuse thee. 
I own IVe been too hapfgr, bless'd above 
My 4BexV charter. 
^ J^. Did I not say I came to bless thee? • 

Bel. Y«s. • 
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Jaf. Then hear me,, bounteous Heaven ; 
Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head, 
Wheare everlasting sweets are always springing, 
With a continual giving hand ; let peace, 
Honour^ and safety always hover round her : 
Feed her with plenty, let her eyes ne'er see 
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning : 
Crown all her days with joy, her niffhts with rest. 
Harmless as her own thoughts ; and prop her virtue. 
To bear the loss of one that too much lovM ; 
And comfort her with* patience in our parting. 

BtU How, parting, parting ? 

Jaf. Yes, for ever parting ; 

I have sworn, Belvidera, by yon Heaven, 
That best can tell how much I lose to leave thee^ 
We j)art this hour for ever. 

Bd. O call back 

Your cruel blessing ; stay with me and curse me I 

J<if. No, 'tis resolv'd. ' ' 

BtU Then hear me too, just Heaven » 

Pour down your curses on this wretched head 
With never-ceasing vengeance : let despair. 
Danger, or infamy, nay, all surround me ; 
Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne'er see 
A. sight of comfort^ nor my heart know peace ; 
But dash my days with sorrows, nights with horroris. 
Wild as my own thoughts now, and let loose fury 
To make .me mad enough for what I lose. 
If I must lose him. If I mu^tl I will not. 
Oh, turn and hear me. 

Jaf. Now hold, heart, or never. 

BtU By all the tender days we've liv'd together. 
By all our charming nights, and joys that crown'd 

them. 
Pity my sad condition ; speak, but speak. 

Jaf. Oh. 

Htl. By these arms thatnow cling round thy neck, 

VOL. II. D D 
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By this dear kiss, and by ten thousand more. 
By these poor streaming eye s 

Jcff. Murder ! unhold me : 

By the immortal destiny that doom'd me 

{Drams his ^gger. 
To this curs'd minute. 111 not live one longer; 
Resolve t«rlet me go, or see mc fall ' * 

Bel. Hold, sir, be patient 

Jqf. Hark, the dismal bell IPassing-beU tctU. 
Tolls oul! fiDT death! I tnust atteml its call too ; 
For my poor friend^ my dyiifg. Pierre expects me ; 
He sent a message td require Td see him 
Before he died; knd take his last forgiveness. . 
Farewell for 'ever. 

BeL Leave thy da^er with me. 

Bequeath me something-*— Not one kiss at parting) 
Oh my poor he^rt, when wilt thou break ? 

Ja/^. [jGroing out^ looks back at her.'] Yet stay. 
We have a child, as yet a tender infant. 
Be a kind mother to him when Tm gone. 
Breed him in vhtue and the paths of honour. 
But let biin never know his father's story ; 
I charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune, or his name. 
Now-— *-*nearer ye t [^Approaching each other. 

Oh that my arras were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever ! but my friends, my oath ! 
This, and no more. [Kisses her. 

Bel. • Another,' sure another. 

For that poor little one youVe ta'en such care of, 
111 give*t him truly. 

Jqf. 80, now fariewell. 

BeL For ever ? 

■Jqf. Heaven knows for ever; all good angds 
guard thee. [Eait. 

Bel. All ill ones sure h^l charge of me this mo- 
iiientr 
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Curs'd be my days, and doubly cursM my nights. 
Which I must noyr mourn out in widow'd tears ; 
Blasted be every herb, and fruit, and tree ; 
Curs'd be the rain that falls upon the earth. 
And may the general curse reach man and beast ; 
Oh, gjJme diggers, fire, or water ; 
How I could bleed, how bum, how drown, the waves 
Huzzing and booming round my sinking head. 
Till I descended to the peaceful bottom! 
Oh, there's all quiet, here all rage and fury ; 
The air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain : 
I long for thick substantial sleep : hell ! hell 1 
Burst from the centre, rage and roar aloud. 
If thou art half so hot, so mad as I am. 

Enter Priuli and Servants. 

Who's there ? 

PrL Run, seize, and bring her safely home, 

[7%ey seize her. 
Guard her as you woyld life : alas, poor creature I 
Bel. What, to my husband? then conduct me 
quickly : 
Arc all things ready, shall we die most gloriously ? 
Say not a word of this to my old fether : 
Murmuring streams, sofl shades, and springing 

flowprs. 
Lutes, laurels, seas of milk, and ships of amber. 

\^Ea?eunt 

SCENE II. 

A Scaffold and a Wheel prepared for the execution 

of Pierre. 

Then enter Officers, Pierre, and Guards, a Friar, 
^ Executioner, and a great Rabble. 

Officer. Room, room there — stand all by, make 
room for the prisoner. 

D D 2 
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Pierre. My friend not come yet ? 

Fjriar* Why are you »o obstinate ? 

Pierre. Why you so troublesome, that a poor 
wretch 
Can*t die in peace. 
But you, like ravens, will be croaking round him ? 

Friar. Yet, Heaven 

Pierre. I tell thee. Heaven and I are friends: 
I ne*er broke peace with't yet by cruel murders. 
Rapine, or perjury, or vile deceiving ; ^ 

But liv*d in moral justice towards all men: 
Nor am a foe to the most strong believers, ^ 

However my own short-sighted faith confine me« 

Friar. But an all-seeing judge 

Pierre. You say my conscience 

Must be my accuser: I have searched that con- 
science. 
And find no records ther^ of crimes that scare me. 

Friar. Tis strange you should want faith. 

Pierre* You want to lead 

My reason blindfold, like a hampered lion. 
Checked of its nobler vigour : then, when baited 
Down to obedient tameness^ make it couch. 
And shew strange tricks, which you call signs of faith : 
So silly souls are gulFd, and you get money. 
Away, no more : captain, I*d have hereafter 
This.fellow write no lies of my conversion. 
Because he has crept upon my troubled hours. 

Enter Jaffeir. 

Jqf. Hold : eyes be dry ; heart, strengthen me to 
bear 
This hideous sight, and humble me to take 
The last forgiveness of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile falsehood to his ruin. 
Oh, Pierre ! 

Pierre. Yet. n^rer. 
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Jaf. Crawling on my knee% 

And prostrate on the earthy let me approach thee : 
How shall I look up to thy injured face^ 
That always U8*d to smile with fnendship on me? 
It darts an air of so much manly virtue^ 
That I, methinks, look little in thy sight. 
And stripes are fitter for me than embraces. 

Pierre. Dear to my arms^ though thou'st undon,e 
• my fame. 
I can't forget to love thee : pr'jrthee, Jaflfeiri 
Forgive that filthy blow my passion dealt thee i 
Vm now preparing for the land of peace. 
And fain would have the charitable wishes 
Of all good men, like thee, to bless my journey. 

Jqf. Good I I'm the vilest creature, worse than 
e*er 
Sufier*d the shameful fate thou'rt going to taste of« 
Why was I sent for, to be us'd thus kindly ? 
Call, call me villain, as I am ; describe ' 
The foul complexion of my hateful deeds ; 
Lead me to the rack, and stretch me in thy stead, 
IVe crimes enough to give it its full load. 
And do it credit : thou wilt but spoil the use on% 
And honest men hereafter bear its figure 
About them, as a charm firom treacherous friendship. 

Officer. The time grows short ; your friends are 
dead already. 

Jqf. Dead I 

Pierre. Yes, dead, Jafieir ; the/ve all died like 
men, too. 
Worthy their character. 

Jaf. And what must I do ? 

Pierre* Oh, Jafieir ! 

Jqf. Speak aloud thy burden'd soul^ 

And tell thy troubles to thy tortured friend. 

Pierre. Friend! 
Couldst thou yet be a friend, a generous friend^ ' 
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I might hope comfort from thy noble sorrows. 
Hesven knows I want a friend* 

Jqf. , And I: ^ kind onci 

That would tiot thus scorn my w^)entipg virtue. 
Or think, when he's to die, my thoughts ai» i " 

Pierre. No : Uve, I charge thee, Jaflfeir. 

Jaf. . yeSbFttKw; 

But it shall be to see thy .ftil r(?veng!d * • 
At such a rate, as Venice long shall ^twa for. 

Pierre. Wilt thou? . ■■'.'.. ^ 

Jaf. 1 will, by Heaven I , 

Pierre. ^iThcn still thou'rtnobl^ 

And I forgive thfec. Olv-~-ye ^ ■ ' s hall I tnst 

thee.?,. •... ».:; .<. l .- 

Jaf. No; I've been fais^ ^Irpady, 

Pierre. Dost 4hou love me? 

J(f. Rip up my heart, an4> satisfy thy doubt- 
ings. . . t 

Pierre. Curse on! this weaknef(s. . / \JIe weept. 

Jaf. . • t T^r^l amaaSe^mentl tean? 

I never saw thee« melted thlju» bpfor^s ; 
And know there's tiomething ; labouring in thjr 

', bosom ;. ,../.::' 
That must have vent : thou^. I'm a villain, tell me. 

Pierre. See'st thou that engine ? 

. [Pointing to t,he whed. 

Jqf. Why? 

Pierre. Is't fit a soldier, who has liv*d widi 

honour, * 
Fought nations' quarrels, and been orown'd with 

conquest. 
Be expos'd a comnion. carcase on a wheel ? 
Jqj. Hah I 

Pierre. Speak ! is't fitting ? 
Jaf. - Fitting? 

Pierre. Yes, is't fitting ? 

Jqfi VS^hat's to be done ? 



n»> 
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Pierre. Fd have diee undertake 

Socoethiiig that's noble^. to preserve my memory - 
From the disgrace thafs ready to attaint it 
Officer. The day grows late, sir. 
Pierre. I'll make haste ! Oh^ Jaflleir ! 

Though thou'st hetray'd me,, do :me some way 

justice. 
J<jf« No mo«e of that: thy wishes shall be 
satisfied; 
I have a wife, and she shall bleed ; my child? too. 
Yield up his little throat, ati4 itU f rapease thee-— — 

[jGroing acoay^ Pi£rre hold^ him. 
Pierre.. No ii this— no ittore I 

IHe i>hi^er4 Jatfi&ir^ 
Jaf. Hah ! is't then so ? 
Pierre. Most certainly. 

Jaf. rildo't 

Pierre^ Rememb^. 
Officer. iSir. 

Pierre*, Come, now I am ready. 

[He and Jaffeir ascend the scaffold. 
Captain, you should be a gentleman of honour. 
Keep off the rabble, that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with decency. 
Come! 

[Takes off his gown — Executioner.j&rqparw 
to bind him. 
Friar. Son I 

Pierre. Hence, tempter I 
Officer. Stand off, priest. 

Pierre. I thank you, sir ; 

Yotf 11 thkflc on't I [To Jaffeir. 

Jaf. *Twon't grow stale before to-morrow. 

Pierre. Now, Jaffeir ! nowl am going. No w 

[Exeoutioners haloing bound him. 

Jaf. Have at thee. 

Thou honest heart, ih^a'^^ere^^[Stabs Aim.]— -«nd 

this is wd\, too. [Then stabs himself. 
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Friar* Damnable deed ! 

Pierre. Now thou hast indeed been fidtbfol. 
This was done nobly-— —We have deoeiVd dig 

senate* 
; Jqf. Bravehr. 

Pierre. Hui, ha, ha— <A, o h [Dies. 

Jqf. Vlowy ye curs*d mien. 
Thus, of the blood ye have shed, I make libation. 
And sprinkle it mingling: may it rest upon you. 
And all your race : be henceforth peace a stranger 
Within your walls ; let plagues and &mine waste 
Your generation— O poor Belvidera ! 
Sir, I have a wife ; bear this in safely to her, 
A token, that with my dying breath 1 bless'd her, 
And the dear little inmnt Feft behind me. 
Fm sick I'm quiet [Jaffeir £es. 

Officer. Bear this news to the senate, 
Anoguard their bodies till there's farther order : 
Heaven grant I die so well— 

[^Scene shuts upon them. 



SCENE III. 

Soft Music. — Enter Belvidera, distracted^ led by 
two of her Women, Priuli, and Servants. 

Pri. Strengthen her heart with patience, piQring 

Heaven! ' 
Bel. Come, come, come, come, come, come, nay, 
come to bed, 
Pr'ythee, my love. The winds ;' hark how they 

whistle! 
And the rain beats : Oh, how the weather shrinks me! 
You are angry, now ; who cares ? Pish, no, indeed* 
Chuse, then ; I say you shall not go, you shall not 
Whip your ilUnature ; gel you* gone, then ; oh ! 

[Jaffxir's Ghost rises* 



SCENE in.] A PLOrr DISCOVERED. 40$ 

Are you retum'd? See^ father^ here he's come 

again. 
Am I to blame to love him ? Ob, thou dear one I 

[Ghost sinks* 
Why do you fly me ? Are you angry still, then r 
Ja£kir, where art thou? Father, why do you do 

thus ? 
Stand off; don't hide him from me. He's here^ 

somewhere. 
Stand off, I say : What, gone ? Remember it, ty*^ 

rant ! 
I may revenge me for tbis trick one day. 

ni do't I'll do't. Renault's a nasty fellow ; 

Hang him, hang him, hang him. 

Enter Officer and others. — Officer whispers Priuli. 

Pri. News, what news ? 
Officer. Most sad, sir : 

Jafieir, upon the scaffold, to prevent 
A shameful death, stabb'd Pierre, and next himself; 
Both fell together. 

jPri. Daught^. 

BeL Ha! look there I 

[7%e Ghosts of Jaffeir and Pierre rise 
together J both bloody. 
My husband bloody I and his friend, too ! Murder I 
li^o has done this r speak to me, thou sad vision ; 

[Ghosts sink. 
On these poor trembling knees I beg it : vanish'd— 
Here they went down : Oh ! I'll dig, dig the den up. 
You shan't delude me thus. Hoa, Jaffeir ! Jaffeir I 
Peep up and give me but a look. I have him I 
Fve got him, father I Oh ! how I'll smuggle him ! 
My love ! my dear I my blessing I help me I help 

met 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
Nay— now they pull so hard — forewell — 

[She dies. 
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Maid. She*8 dead; 

Breatliless and dead. 

Pri. Tbeu guard me from the sight ovtt : 

Lead me into some place thatfs fit for mourning ; 
Where the firee air^ lighti and the cheerfial.san 
May never enter: hang it lomid \nth Uack; 
Set up one taper (liat may last a dav. 
As long as IVe to live: and. there all leave me : 
Spaiiing no tears when you this tale relate^ 
But hid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 

' [Exeunt amna. 
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THE text is dMi;'<iM hoi&Jhf''dppntatib^ 

And when tKdfs tnde^^ pOi^'^rApprobdtibk. ' 

Though the tcMsptf^Mfspt^'vm'td^ : 

Methinks I set dnotlkr nati^it^Here i 

And there*s a cisttain faction Jain i^thM W(xy'^' 

If they had strength enough^ and damn this play: 

ISut this the author bade me boldly say; 

If any take this plainness in ill part ^ 

Jke^s glad orit from the bottom of his heart; 

Poets in honour of the truth should write 

With the same spirit brace m^ for it fight. 

And though against him causeless hatreds risCf 

And daily where he goes of late^ he spies 

The scowls of sullen and revengeful eyes; 

^Tis what he knows with much contempt to bear^ 

And serves a cause too good to let him fear: 

He fears no poison from an incensed drab, 

No ruffi,aris five foot swordy nor rascats stab; 

Nor any other snares of mischief laid. 

Not a Rose-alley cudgel-amJmscade^ 

From any private cause where malice reigns^ 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains: 

Nothing shall daunt his pen when truth does call; 

No, not the picture-mangier * at Guildhall. 

The rebeUtrwCy of which that vermin*s one, 

Have now setforward, and their course begun; 

And while that prince's figure they deface^ 

As they before had massacred his name. 
Durst their base fears but look him in the face^ 

They'd use his person as they^ve u£d his fame: 

« Tbe nucal that cat the Duke of Tork'i picture. 
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A face in which such lineaments they read 

that great martyt^Sj whose rich blood they shed^ 
tat their rebellious hate they still retain. 
And in his son would murder him again. 
WUh indignation then^ let each brace heart 
Rouze^ 4md unite to take Ins injured part; 
Till royal love and goodness eaU him home^ 
And songs of triuf^ meet him as he come; 
TiU Heaven his honour 9 and our peace restore. 
And villains never wrong hi^ virtue more. 



POEMS 



^ 
■ # 



ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS 



WITH 



SOME LETTERS, 



POEMS 



ON SEVERAL OCCASION& 



o 



EWSTLE TO MR. DUKE. 



MY mach-lov*d inend^ when thou art from mj 
. eyes. 
How do I loathr the day, and light despise. 
Night, kinder night's the much more welcome 

guest ; . 

For though it bring small ease, it hides, at least ; 
Or, if ^ e'er slumbers and my eyes agree, 
*Tis when they're crown'd with pleasing dreams of 

thee. 
Last night, methought (Heaven make the next as 

kind). 
Free as first innocence, and unconfin'd 
As our first parents in their Eden were. 
Ere yet conaemn'd to eat their bread with care^ 
We two together wander'd through a grove ; 
'Twas green beneath us, and all shade above,. 
Mild as our friendship, springing as our love ; 
Hundreds of cheerful birds filFd every tree, 
And sung their joyful songs of liberty ; 
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While through the gladsome choir well-pleased wc 

walkM, 
And of our present valu*d state thus talk'd : 
How happy are we in this sweet retreat ! 
Thus humbly blest, who*d labour to be great ? 
Who for preferments at a court would wait^ 
Where every gudgeon's nibbling at the bait ? 
What fish of sense would on that shallow lie. 
Amongst the little, starving, wriggling fry. 
That throng and crowd each other for a ts»te 
Of the deceitful, painted, poison'd paste ; 
When the wide river he behind him sees. 
Where he may launch to liberty and ease ? 
No cares or business here disturb our hours. 
While underneath these* shady, peaceful bowers. 
In cool delight and innocence we stray. 
And midst a thousand pleasures waste the day ; 
Sometimes upon a river's bank we lie. 
Where skimming swallows o'er the surface fly; 
Just as the sun declining, with his beams. 
Kisses, and gently warms the gliding streams; 
Amidst whose current rising fishes play. 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps, hard by, there grows a little bush, 
On which the linnet, nightingale, and thrush. 
Nightly their solemn orgies, meeting, keep. 
And sing their vespers ere they go to sleep : 
There we twq lie ; between us may he's spread 
Some book few understand, though many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil's sacred leaves* turn o'er. 
Still wond'ring, and still finding cause for more. 
How. Juno's rage did good i£neas vex ; 
Then, how he bad revenge upon her sex 
In Dido's state, whom bravely he enjoy'd. 
And quitted her as bravely, too, when cloy'd : 
He knew the fatal danger of her charms, 
And scom'd to melt his virtue in her arms. 
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Next Nisus and Euiyalus we admire. 
Their gentle friendships and their martial iSre ; 
We praise their valour, 'cause yet match'd by none^ 
And love their friendship, so much like our own. 
But when, to give our minds a feast indeed, 
Horace, best known and lovM by thee, we read^ 
Who can ^ our transports or our longings tell^ 
To taste of pl^sures prais'd by him so well ? 
With thoughts of love and wine by him we're fir*d; 
Two things in sweet retirement much desired; 
A getierous bottle and a lovesome she, 
Are the only joys in nature, next to thee : 
To which retiring quietly at night. 
If (as that only can) to add delight t 
When to our little cottage we repair, 
We find a' friend or two we wish for there ; 
Dear B l y, kind as parting lovers' tear ; 
Adderly, honest as the sword he wears ; 
Wilson, professihg friendship, yet a friend^ 
Or-— Short, beyond what nuimbers can commend ; 
Finch, full of kindness, gen'rous as his bloody 
Watchful to do to modest merit good ; 
Who have forsook the wild tumultuous town^ 
And for a taste of life tons come down. 
With eager arms how closely then w' embrace ! 
What joy's in every heart, and every fece I 
The mod'rate table's quickly cover'd o'er 
With choicest meats, at least, though not with store : 
Of bottles next succeeds a goodly train. 
Full of what cheers the heart, and fires the brain. 
Each waited on by a bright virgin glass. 
Clean, sounds and shining, like each drinker's lass. 
Then down we sit, while every genius tries 
T* improve, till he deserves his sacrifice. 
No saucy hour presumes to stint delight ; . 
We laugh^ love, drink, and when that's done, 'tis 

night : 

VOL. II. £ £ 
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Well warmM and pleas'd^ as we think fit we pai% 

Each takes the obedient treasure of his hearty 

;And leads her willing to his silent bed^ 

Where no vexatious cares come near his head. 

But every sense with perfect pleasure's fed ; 

Till, in full joy dissolved, each falls asleep, 

With twining limbs, that still love's posture keqp. 

At dawn of morning to renew delight; 

$0 quiet craving love till the next night; 

Then .we the drowsy cells of sleep forsake. 

And to our books our earliest visit make ; 

Or else our thoughts to their attendance call. 

And there, methinks^ fancy sits queen of all ; 

While the poor under faculties resort. 

And to her sickly majesty make court ; 

The understanding first comes, plainly clad. 

But usefully— no entrance to be had. 

Next comes. the will, that bully of the mind; 

Follies wait on him in a troop behind : 

He meets reception from the antic, queen. 

Who thinks her msyesty's most honour d when 

Attended by those fihe-dress'd gentlemen. 

Reason, the honest counsellor, this knows. 

And into court with res'lute virtue goes ; 

Lets* fancy see her loose irr^ular sway; 

Then how the flattering follies sneak away. 

This image, when it came, too fiercely shook 

My brain, which its soft quiet straight forsook; 

When waking, as I cast my eyes around. 

Nothing but old loath'd vanities I found ; 

No grove, no freedom, and, what's worse to me. 

No friend; for I have none compared with thee* 

Soon then my thoughts with their old t)nrant, care, 

Were seiz'd ; which to divert, I framed this {Nrayer: 

Gods! life's your giflt; then season't with such 

fate. 
That what ye meant a blessing prove no weight. 
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Let me to the remotest part be whirPd 

Of this^ your play-thing made in haste^ the world } 

But grant me quiet^ liberty^ and peace^ 

By day whaf s needful, and at night soft ease ; 

The friend I trust in^ and the she I love : 

Then fix. me ; and if e'er I wish remove. 

Make me as great (that's wretched) as you can ; 

Set me in power, the wofuFst state of man ; 

To be by fools misled, to knaves a prey ; 

But make life what I ask, or take't away. 



THE POEPS COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE. 

AN ODE. 



I. 

* 

TO a high hill, where never vet stood tree. 

Where only heath, coarse tern, and furzes grow. 
Where (nipp'd by piercing air) 
The flocks in tatter'd fleeces hardly graze. 
Led by uncouth thoughts and care, 
Which did too much his pensive mind amaze, 
A wandVing bard, whose Miise was crazy grown, 
Cloy'd with the. nauseous follies of the buzzing town. 
Came, look'd about him, sigh'd, and laid him 

down. 
'Twas far from any path, but where .the, earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth. 
When by the .word it first was made. 
Ere God had said, 
,Let grass and herbs, and every green thing grow. 
With fruitful trees after their kind ; and it was so. 

E £ 2 
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Tlie whistling winds ' bleiHF^ fierody round bk 
head. 
Cold was hia lodgiag, . hard hi« bed ; 
Aloft hia ey^ on the udde.Ueaveaa he cast. 
Where we are told peace only V £3U«d at last: 
And as he did ita hopelesn distance.' aee^ 
Sigh!d:deep, andf^iied, HoWifat is peacefrom me^^ 

Nor ended there his moanj: . 
The distance of his future joy 
Had been enough to give him pain alone ; 
But who can under^ 
Despair of ease to come^ with weight of present 

woe ? 
Down his afflicted face 
The trickling tears had atream/d so fast apaoe^ 
As lefl a path worn by their briny race. 
Swoln was his breast with sighs^ his well- 

Proportion'd limbs as useless fell. 
While the poor trunk (unable to sustain 
Itself) lay tack'dy and shakiagf with; its pain, 
lihoardihis groan8i^asI.wa8 walking byy 
And^ urg'd by pit^, wentaside^ to see . 
What the sad came oduld be 
Had press'd his atate' aolow^ andraisM hia plaintf 

so high< 
On; me be fix'd hia eyes-; I crav'd^ 
Why so forlom ? He vainly rav*d : 
Peace to his mind J did commend ; 
But^ oh ! my words were hardly at an end^ 
When I perceived, it was .my friend^ ' 
My much-Iov'd friend : so down I sate^ ' 
And begg'd that I might share his&te : 
I laid my cheek to his^ when with^a gale 
Of sighs he eas*d his breast^ and - tints b^an his 

tale : 



J 
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III. 

I am a wfeteb of honest race : 
My parentir not obscure, nor high in titles were : 
They left me heir to no disgrace : 
'My fether was (a thing now rare) 
Loyal and brave ; my mother chaste and fair. 
Their pledge of marriage-vows was only I ; 
Alone I liv'd their much-lov^d fimdled bdy ; 
They gave me generous education high ; 
They strove to raise my'mind^^d with it grew their 

joy. 
The sages that instructed me in arts 
And knowledge, oft would praise my parts. 
And cheer my parents* lonrmg hearts. 
When I was calPd to a dispute. 
My fellow-pupils oft stood mute : 
Yet never envy did disjoin 
Their hearts from me, nor pride distemper mine. 
Thus my first years in happiness I past. 

Nor any bitter cup did taste ; 
But, oh t a deadly poison came at last : 

As I lay loosely on my bed, 
A thousand pleasant thoughts triumphing in my 

head. 
And as my sense on the rich banquet fed, 
A voice (it seem*d no more ; so busy I 
Was wiA myself, I saw not who was nigh) 
Pierc'd throu^ my ears ^ Arise, thy good Senander*s 

dead. 
It shook my brain, and from their ^st my frighted' 

senses fled. 

IV. 

From thence sad discontent, uneasy fears. 
And anxious ^nibts of what I had to do. 

Grew with succeeding years : 
The world was wide, )Mb whither should I go ? 
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Ij whose blooming hopes all withered were ; 
Who'd little fortui;ie, and a deal of care ? 
To Britain's great metropolis I stray'd^ 

Where fortune's general game is play*d ; 
Where honesty and wit are often prais'd^ 
But fools and knaves are fortunate and rais'd. 
My forward spirit prompted me to find 

A converse equal to my mind : 
But by raw judgment easily misled^ 

(As giddy callow boys 

Are very fond of toys) 
I miss'd the brave and wise/ and in their stead 
On every sort of vanity I fed. 
Gay coxcombs, cowat'ds^ knaves^ and prating fools; 
BuHies^ of o'ergrown bulks and little souls ; . 
Gamesters^ half-wits^ and spendthrifb^ (such it 

think 
Mischievous midnight frolics, bred by drink. 

Are gallantry and wit, 
Because to their lewd understandings fit) 

Were those wherewith two years at least I spent, 
To all their fulsome follies most incorrigible bat: 
Till at the last, myself more to abuse, 
I grew in love with a deceitful Muse. 

. V. • . . 

No fair deceiver ever us'd such charms, 
T* ensure a tender youth, and win his heart : 
Or, when she had him in her arms, 
Secur'd his love with greater art. . 
I fancied or I dream'd^ (as poets always do) 

No beauty with my Muse's, might compare. 
Lofly she seem'd, and on her front sat a majestic air, 
Awful, yet kind ; severe, yet fair, 
l^pon her head a crown she bore 
Of laurel, which she told me should be mine : 
And round her ivory n^ek she wore 
A rope of largest pearl. £!ach part of h^r did shine 
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With jewels and with gold^ 
Numberless to be told ; 
Which in ims^nation as I did behold. 

And lov'd, and wonderM more and more. 
Said she. These riches all, my darling, shall be thine. 

Riches which never poet had before. 
She proipis'd me to raise my fortune and my name. 
By royal favour and by endless fame ; 
But never told 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold. 
Thus by the arts of this most sly 
Deluder was I caught ; 
To her bewitching bondage brought. 
Eternal constancy we swore, 
A thousand times our vows were doubled o'er. 
And as we did in our entrancements lie, 
I thought no pleasure e'er was wrought so high. 
No pair so happy as my Muse and L . 

VI. 

Ne'er was young lorer half so fond. 
When first his pusillage he lost. 
Or could of half my pleasure boast 
We never met but we cnjoy'd. 
Still transported, never cloy'd. 
Chambers, closets, fields, and groves. 
Bore witness of our daily loves ; 
And on the bark of every tree. 
You might the marks of our endearments see ; 

Distichs, posies, and the pointed. bits 
Of satire (written when a poet meets 
His Muse in caterwauling fits) ; 
You might oa every rind behold aiid swear 
I and my Clio had been at it there. 

Nay, by my Muse, too, I was blest 
With ofisprings of the choicest kinds. 
Such as have pleas'd the noblest minds. 
And been ^pprov'd by judgments of the best. 
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But in this roost transporting height^ 
Whence I looked down and laugh'd at fate^ 
All of a sudden I was altered grown ; 
I, round me look'd^ and found myself alone : 
. My &ithless Muse^ my iaithless Muse was gone. 
1 tried if I a verse could frame ; 
Oft I in vain invoked my Clio's name : 

The more I strove^ the more I fail'd : 
I chaTd^ I bit my pen^ curs'd my dull scuU^ and 
raird ; 
Resolv'd to force my untoward thought, and at the 

last prevaiL'd. 
A line came forth, but such a one. 
No traveling matron, in her child-birth pains. 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a son. 

Was. more astonish'd at the unlook'd-for shape 
Of some deform'd baboon, or ape. 
Than I was, at the hideou; issue of my brains. 
I tore my paper, stabb'd my pen. 
And swore Fd never write again ; 
Resolv'd to be a doating fool no more. 
'But when my reckoning I began to make, 
I found too loi^ I'd slept, and was too late' awake ; 
I found my ungratefiil Muse, for whose fidse 
sake^ 
I did myself undo. 
Had lohb'd me of my dearest store. 
My precious time, my friends, and reputation too ; 
And left me. helpless, friendless, very proud, and 

poor. 

VII. 

Reason, which in base bonds my folly had en* 

thraird, 
I straight to council call'd ; 
Like some old faithful friend, whom lone ago 
I had cashiered, to please my flattering &ir. 
To me with readiness he did repair i 



"vS jt-.' 



«* t 




SEVERAL OCCAiSIONS. 435 

£xpie88*il Biuch tender cheerfulness to find 
Experience had restdT'dhim to^my mind; 
And loyally did to lne>how^ 
How mndi himself he^did/si^use^ 
Who credited: a flattering, Atee^ destractive, treacher* 

cOviS'Mose. 
I ask*d the causes why. Me said 
'Twas never known a - Muse e*er staid 
When fortune fled ; for fbrtiine is a bawd 
To all the Nine that on FamAssus dwell. 
Where 'dlose so fiim'dj. delightful fountains swell 
Of poetry, which there does ever flow ; • 
And where wit*s histy shining God, 
^Keeps his ohoice seraglio. 
So whilst our fortune smiles, eur thoughts aspire, 
Pleasure Md iame*s our iMisiness and desire. 
Then, too> if we find 
A promptness in the mind. 
The Muse is always ready, always kind. 
But if th' old harlot Fortune once denies 
Her fiivour, all our pleasure and rich fancy dies. 
And then die young slippery jilt, the Muse, too, 

from VLB flies. 

VIII. 

To the whole tale I ^ve attention due ; 
And as right search into myself I made, 
• I found all he had said 
Was very honest, veiy true. 
Oh, how I hugg*d my welcome friend ! 
And much- my Muse I could not discommend; 
For I ne'er liv'd in fortune's grace ; 
She alwa3ns' turn'd her back^ and fled from me apace^ 
And never onee Vouchsafd to let me see her &ce. 
Then to confirm me more, 
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes : 
See here, niy son; said he, the valued prize ; 
Thy fulsome Muse behold, be happy, and be wise. 
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I looked) and saw the rampant tawdry quean. 

With a more horrid train. 
Than ever yet to satyr lent a tale. 
Or hannted Chlori« in the mall. 
The first, was he who stunk of that rank rers^ 

In which he wrote his Sodom fistroe.; 
A wretch whom old diseases did so bite. 
That he writ bawdry sure in spite. 
To ruin and diserace it quite. 
Philosophers of old did so express 
Their art, and shewed it in their nastiness* 
Next him appeared that blunderii^ sot. 
Who a late Session of the Poets-wrote. 
. Nature has mark'd him for a heavy fool ; 
By*s flat broad &oe you*U know the owl. 
The other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buflfeting has made him love the night. 
And only in the dark he strays ; 
Still wretch enough to live, with worse fools spends 

his days. 
And for old shoes and scraps repeats dull plajrs. 
Then next there followed, to make up the throng, 
Lord Lampbon and Monsieur Song, 
Who sought her love, and promised ibr't 
To make her famous at the court. 
The City poet, too, was there. 
In a black satin cap, and his own hair ; 
And begg*d that he might have the honour 
To b^get a pageant on her, 
; For the City*s next Lord Mayw. 
Her £ivours she to none denied : 
They took her all.by turns aside. 
Till, at the last, up in the rear there came 
The poet's iicandal and the Muse's shame, 
A beast of monstroua guise, and Libel was his name. 

But let me pause, for 'twill ask time to toll 
How he was bom, how bred, and where, and where 

he now does dwell. 
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. ' . ' IX. .. 

He paiis'cl^ and thus renewed bis tale : 
Down in an obscure vale, ' 

^Midst fogs and fens, whence nijists and vapours 
rise, 
Where never sutt was seen by eyes, 
Under a desert wood, * 

Which no man own'd, but all wild beasts were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far-forag'd fed. 
An ill-piFd cottage stood. 
Built of men*s bones slaughtered in the civil 

war. 
By magic art brought thither from aiar. 

There liv'd a widow'd witch. 
That usM to mumble curses eve and mom^ 
Like one whom wants and cares had worn ; 
Meagre her looks, and sunk her eyes. 
Yet mischiefis studied,- discords did devise. 
She appeared humble, but it was her pride : 
Slow in her speech, in semblance sanctified. 
Still when she spoke she meant another way ; - 

And when she curs'd she seem'd to pray. 
Her hellish charms had all a holy dress. 

And bore the name of Godliness. 
All her familiars seemM the sons of peace. 

Honest habits they all wore. 
In outward show most lamb-like and divine : 
But inward of all vices they had store. 
Greedy as wolves, and sensual, too, as awine, 
Like her, the sacred scriptures they had all by 

heart. 
Most easily -could, quote, and turn it to any part ; 
Backward repeat it all, as witches prayers do ; 
And for th^ir turn, interpret backward, too. 

Idolatry with her was held impure, ' 
Because, besides herself, no idol she'd endure. 
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Though not to painty she*d arts to change the face> 

And alter it in heavenly fashion. 
Lewd whining she defined a mark of.grace^ 
And making ugly faces was mortification. 

Her late dead pander was of vfelX known fame. 
Old Presb}rter Rebellion was his nam^ : 
She a sworn foe to king, his peaee^ and laws, 
So will be ever ; and was calVd^ bless us ! The €rood 

Old Cause. 

A time there was (a sad one too) 
When all things wore the face of woe. 
When many horrors rag'd in this our land^ 
And a destroying angel was sent down^ 
To. scourge the pride of this rebellious town. 
He came^ and o'er all Britain stretdi'd his c<mqu'ring 

hand: 
Till in th* untrodden streets unwholesome grass 
Grew, of great stalk, its colour gross. 
And melancholic pois Jious green ; 
Like those coarse sickly weeds on an old dungfaill 

seen> 
Where some murrain murder'd hog, 
Poison'd tatf or strangled dog. 
In rottenness had long unburied laid. 
And the cold soil productive made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air. 
And by their cries bad us for graves prepare ; 
And as our destiny they seem'd t' unfold. 
Dropped dead of the same fate they had foretold. 
That dire commission ended, down there came 
Another angel, with a sword of flame : 

Desolation, soon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in ashes laid. 
Distractions and distrusts then did amongst us rise. 
When, in her pious old disguise. 
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This witch» 'with all her Biischifef-inakiDg trains : 
Began to shew hers^f s^iii* 
The sons of old Rebellion straight she sumai6n*d 

all; 
Straight they were ready at hier call : 
Once more th* old bait bdbre their eyes /she 
casty 
That) and: her love^ they long'd to taste ; 
. And to her lust she drew them all at last* 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
Wa& led astray^ and bad pollution with . his father^s 

whore* 

XL 

The better to conceal her lewd intent^ ' 
In safety from obser^ng eyes, 
Th* old strumpet did^ h^wlf disguise 
In comely weeds, and to the city went, 
Affected truth, much modesty, and grace. 
And (like a worn^ut suburb-trull) pasa'd there for a 

new face. 
Thither all her lovers flock'd, 
And. there for her support she found, 
A wight, of whom &me*s , trumpet much does 

sound. 
With all ihgredicaits for his business stockVt, 
Not unlike him whose story, has i pUoe 
la th* anndis of Sir Hiidibms. « 
Of all her business he took care, 
Andievery knave or fool that to her did repair. 
Had by him admittance there. 
By bis contrivance to her did resort. 
All who had been disgusted at the court ; 

Those whose ambition had. been crost, 
Or by ill manners had prieferments lost, 
Were those on . whom she practised most her 
charms, . 

Lay nearest to her heafrt^ and ofCnest in her arms. 
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Intereirt in every faction, every sect she sought : 
And to her lure, flatt'ring their hopes, she brought 
Ail those i;r ho use religion for a fashion. 
All such as practice forms, and take* great pains 
To make their godliness their gains. 

' And thrive by the distractions of a nation. 

She, by her art, ensnar'd, and fetter'd in her chains. 

Through her the Atheist hop'd to purchase toleration. 
The rebel power, the beggar'd spendthrift lands. 
Out of the kind's or bishop's hands. 

Nay, to her side, at last, she drew in all the rude. 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude : 
PromisM strange libertif^, and sure redress 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances: 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulged their hopes, 

With May-day routs, November squibs, and burn- 
ing paste^board popes. 

XII. 

With her, in cominon lust> did mingle all the crew, 
Till at the last she pregnant grewf . 
And from her womb, in- little time, brought £[»^ 
This monstrous, most detested birth. 
Of children bom with teeth WeVe heard^ 
And some, like comets, with a beard. 
Which seemed to be forerunners of dire change : 

But never hitherto was seenf, • 
Born from a Wapping drab^ or Shoreditch quean, 
A form like this, so hideous and so strange. 
To help whose mother in her pains there came 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrisy was there. 
And Madam Impudence, the Mr : 
^ Dame Scandal, with her squinting ^es. 
That loves to set good neighbours at debate. 
And raise commotions in a jealous state. 
Was there ; and Malice, queen of &r-spread lies. 
With all their train of Frauds and Forgeries. 



JL-: 
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; But midwife Mutiny, that busy drab^ 
That's always talking, always loud. 
Was she that first took up the babe> 
And of the office most was proud. 
Behold its head of horrid form appears : 
To spite the pillory it had no ears. 
When straight the bawd cry'd out, 'twas surely 
kin 
To the West family of Pryn. 
But Scandal offer'd to depose her word. 
Or oath, the fether was a lord. 
The nose was ugly, long, and big, 
Broad and snouty like a pig ; 
Which show'd he would in dunghills love to dig; 
LiOve to cast stinking satires up in ill-pil'd rhimes. 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times* 

XIIL 

• « 

They promised all by turns to take him, 
And a hopeful youth to make him : 
To nurse he straight was sent 
To a sister-witch, though of another sort. 
One who profess'd no good, nor any meant : 
All day she practised charms^ by night she hardly 

slept. 
Yet in the outcasts of a northern factious town, 
A little smoky mansion of her own. 
Where her familiars to her did resort, 

A cell she kept. 
Hell she ador'd, and Satan was her God ; 
And many an ugly loathsome toad 
Crawl'd round her walls, and croak'd. 
Under her roof, all dismal black and smok'd. 
Harboured beetles and unwholesome bats. 
Sprawling nests of little cats : 
All which were imps she cherished with her blood. 
To make her spells succc;ed and good. 
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Still at her rivelFd breast? they hung^ wheneW man* 

kind she curst, 
And with these foster-brethren was our Monster 
nurst. 
In little time the hell-bred bfat 

Grew plump and fat. 
Without his leading-strings could walk^ 
And, as the sorceress taught him, talk. 
At seven years old he went, to sdiool; 
Where first he grew a foe to rule* 
Never would he learn as taught. 
But still new ways afiected> s^ad new mej^iods sought; 
Not that he wanted parts 
Timprove in lettersj and proceed to. arts ; 

But as negligent as sly. 
Of alLperverseness brutishly was full, 
(By nature idle) lov'd to shift and lie. 

And was obstinately dull. 
*TilI spite of nature, through gredt pains^ the sot, 
(And th* influence of th' ill genius <^ Our land) 
At last in part began to understand. 
Some insight in. the Latin /tongue he got; 
Could smatter pretty wdl, and write too a plain band. 
For whioh his guardian^ all thought i^ 
In compliment to his most hopeful vrit. 
He should be sent to l^ara the laws^ . 
And out of the good aid to raise a damned new cause. 

XIV. , 

In which the better to improve his- mindi 
As by nature he was bent 
To search in hidden paths, and things long buried 

find, 
A wretch's converse mudi be did firequent : 
One who this world, as that did him^ disownM, 
And in an unfrequented comer, where 
Nothing: was pleasant* hardly healthfiil found. 
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He led his 'hated lifi^ 
Needy^ and «vea of necessaries bare. 
No sem»t had he, ehikh^n, friend^ or Wife : 
But of a little >remnant, ^iby ftaud, 
(For all ill turns he lov!d, all .good detested) and be- 
lieved no God. 
Thrice in a week be 'Chang'd a hoarded groat. 
With which of beggars* scraps he bought. 
Then from a neighbVing fountain water got^ 
Notto^boidean^ but slake his thirst. 
He never blest himsetf, and aU things else he curst, 
The cell in which he ((tiM>ugh but seldom) slept^ 
Lay like a d)en^ micleans'd^ .unswept : 
And there those jewels which he. lov'd. he kept ; 
Old .wotn^iut statutes^ and records 
Of commons' privil^es and the rights of lords. 
But bound ^ap- by themselves^ with care were Taid 
All the^aots^ resdves^ and orders made 
By Ifae old long ramp parliament^ 
Through all the changes of its government : 
Fitmi which with reaainess he could debate 
Concerning 'matters of the state^ 
All dowtt'firo(m= godly fcMty-one, to horrid forty-eight. 

xy. 

His 'friendship much our Monster soi^ht 
By instinct^ and by inclination too : 
So without. much ado 
Tliey were together brought. 
To him obedience Libel swore^ and by him was he 

taught : 
He learnt of him all goodness to detest ; 
To be asham'd of no disgrace ; 
In all things, but obedience^ to be a beast ; 
To hide a coward's heart, and show a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog, 
iout to bear beatings like a dog : 
VOL. It. F F 
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Thave no religion^ honesty, or sense. 
But to profess them all for a pretenee. 

Fraught with these morals, he began 
To complete him more for man : 
Distinguish to him in an hour 
Twixt legislative and judicial power ; 

l£>w to frame a ccnnihonwealth^ 
And democracy by stealth ; 
To palliate it at first, and cry 
'Twas but a well mix'd monarchy* 
And treason salus populi ; 
Into rebelliod to divide me nation. 
By fair committees of association ; 
How by a lawful means to bring 
In arms against himself the king^ 
With a distinguishine old tricky 
'Twixt persons natural ana politic ; 
How to make faithful servants traitors. 

Thorough pac'd rebels legislators, 
And at last troopers adjutators. 
Thus well informed, and fiimish'd with enough 
Of such like wordy canting stuff 
Oiir blade set forth, and quickly grew 
^ A leader in a factious crew. 
Wherever he came, 'twas he first silence broke. 
And sweird with every word he spoke ; 
By. which becoming saucy grace. 
He gained authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fi^ 
For talking treason without fear or wit : 
For opening failings in the state : 
For loving noisy and unsound debate. 
And wearing of a mystical green ribband in his bat 
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XVI. 

Thus^ like Akides in his lioh*s skin> . 

He yeiy dreadful grewi 
B<it^ like that Hercules when love crept in. 

And th* hero to his distaff drew. 
His foes that found him saw he was but ihan : 
So when my faithless Clio by her snare 
Had brought him to her arms, and I surprised him 

there^ 
At once to hate and scorn him I began ; 

To see how foolishly she had drest^ 

And for diversion trick'd the beast. 

He was poetry all o'er. 

On. every side, behind, before: 

About him nothing could I see. 

But parti-colour'd poetry. 

Painters' advices^ litanies, 
Ballads, and all the spurious excess 

Of ills that malice coUld devise. 
Or ever swiBLrm'd from a licentious press, 

. Hung round about him like a spell : 

And in his own hand too was writ, 

•That worthy piece of modem, wit, 
. The couritly's late appeal. 
But from such ills when will our wretched state 
Be frieed? and who shallcrush thisserpent'shtod? 
Tis said' we may in ancient legends read 

Of a huge dragon sent by fate 

To lay a Mnful kingdom waste : 
So through it all he rang'd^ devouring as he past. 
And each day with a virgin broke his &st : 

?Till wretched, matrons curs'd their wombs, 

So hardly was their, loss endur d : 
The lovers all despaired, and sought their tombs 
In the same monster's jaws^ and of their pains were 

cur'd. 

F F 2 
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Till, like our MoMter txx>, and with the same 
Curs'd ends, to the metropolis he came. 

His craelties^ ronew'd again. 

And every day a maid was shAn. 
The curse dbrough wety faitrily had past^ 

When to the sacrifice at last 
^ Th' iinhappy moffiCtteh^s^ <kily diild must bow : 

A Royal Daughter n^dd iti&6t sil&r thena, a Royal 

Brother now. 

XVU. 

On him this d^tgon !|iiibdl needs will prey ; 
On him hds dist 
His sordid venom, and profiua'd 
With spurious vene his spotless fiime^ 
Which shall for ever stand' 
Unblemished; and to a^ last, 
When all his foe» 'lie 'buried in thdil) ^sbdlhe ; 
Else tell tue why ^(some prophet ^at is^lfiae) 
Hdorentook such care 
To make hnn every tihing that^s rare, 
Dear U> the heart, desirous < to the* ejia. 
Why do flll good men bfesiBkimiusl^ goes? 
Why at his presence -shrink his foei ? 
Why do the brave all strive bis hondUr to de- 
fend? 
Why thl^ugh the wot4d is he distingui^'d most 

By titles, whidi'but few can' boast, 
A most just mas<jer, anda faith&l friend? 
One who never yet Aid wrong 
To high or low, tb ^^or young ? • 
Of him what orphan osin ^complain ? 
Of him what w4dow make her ihoah? 
Bnt sMh as wish'hnfti here again. 
And miss bis'^dodn€(S8' noMr he'a gone, 
if thi« be (as I am Dure 'ti«V ttu^ 
Then, pr'ythee, prophet, teitme too. 
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Wby livei he in the worldV esteem, 
Not one man'* foe }• imi why then are not all men 

Irieads with him ? 

XVIII. 

Whene'er, his life was set at stake 
For his ungrateful country's sake^ 
What dangers or what labours did be ev«r ahun ? 
Or what wonders has hot done ? 
Watchfol all nigbt» tund busy all the day^ 
(Spreading his fleet in sight of Holland's shore) 
Triumphant^ ye saw his flags and stneamers play. 
Then did tlTe Englisn lion roar. 
Whilst the Belgian eouohant lay. 
Big with the t3u>ughts of oonquest and Fenowa^ 

Of Britain^s honour, and his own, 
To them he like a threat'nir^ comet sbinV!, 
Rough as the sea, and furious as thid wind t 
But constant as the istars that never move ; 
Or as women would have love. 
The tremhltag genius of their state 
Look'd out, and straight shrunk back his head^ 
To see our daring banners spread. 
Whilst in their harbours they 
Like batten'd monsters welf ring lay : 
The winds, when ours they*d kiss'd, scom'd with 

their flags to play ; 
. But drooping, like their captains* hearts, 

£ach pendant, every streamer hung. 

The seamen seemM to have lost their arts. 

Their ships at anchors now, of which we had heard 

them boast. 
With ilUfurl'd sails, and rattlings loose, by every 

billow tost. 
Lay like neglected harps, untun'd, unstrung ; 

Till at the last, provok'd with shame,^ 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came : 
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Foxes in councils and in fight too grave ; 

Seldom trae^ and now not brave. 
They bluster'd out the day with show of fight^ 
And ran away in the good-natur*d night. 

XIX. 

A bloody battle next was fought^ 
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet he 

brought. 
With spoils of victory, and glory fraught. 
To him^then every heart was open, down 
From the great man to the clown ; 
In him rejoic'd, to him inclined : 
And as his he^th round the glad board did pass, 
Each honest fellow cried. Fill fiill my glass. 

And show'd the fulness of his mind. 
No discontented vermin of ill times 
Durst then affiront him but in show. 
Nor Libel dash him with his dirly rhymes \ 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 
And whose heart would not wish so too 

That had but seen 
When his tumultuous misled foes 
Against him rose. 
With what heroic grace 
He chose the weight of wrong to undergo i 
No tempest on his brow, unaltered in' his &ce. 
True witness of the innocence within. 
But when the messengers did mandates bring 
For his retreat to foreign land, 
Since sent from the relenting hand 
Of the most loving brother, kindest king ; 
If in his heart regret did rise. 
It never *scap'd his tongue or eyes ; 
With steady virtue was allay'd. 
And like a mighty conquVor, he obey'd, 
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It was a dark and gloomy day, 
Sad as the business, sullen too. 
As proud men, when in vain they woo. 
Or soldiers cheated of their pay. 
The court, where pleasures us'd to flow, 
Became the scene of mourning and of woe. 

Desolate was every room, 
Where men for news and business use to come. 
With folded arms and down«-cast eyes men vralk'd. 
In corners, and with caution talk'd. 
All things prepared, the hour grew near 
When he must part: his last short time was* 
spent 
In leaving blessings on his children dear. 
To them with eager haste and love he went : 
The eldest first embraced. 
As new-bom day in beauty bright, 
But sad in mind as deepest night. 
What tend*rest hearts could say, betwixt them past; 
*Till grief to close upon them crept : 
So sighing he withdrew, she turned away and wept 
Much of the father in his breast did rise. 
When on the next be fixM his eyes, 
A tender infant in the nurse's arms. 

Full of kind play, and pret^ charms. 
And as to give the farewell kiss he near it drew. 
About his manly neck two little arms it threw ; 
Smird in his eyes, as if it begg'd his stay. 
And look'd kind things it could not say. 

» 

XXI. 

But the great pomp of grief was yet to come. 

The appointed time was almost past, 

Th* impatient tides knocked at the shore, and hid 

him haste 
To seek a foreign home. 
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The summons he resolv'd t'obey ; 
Disdaining of his suffering to complain. 

Though every step seemM trod with pain ; 
So forth he came, attended on his Iray 
By a sad lamenting throngs 
That blest him and aboat him hung. 
A weight his generous heart oonld hardly bear; 
But for me comfort Ibat was near. 
His beauteous mate, the fountain of Ins joys. 

That fed his soul with love ; 
The cordial that can mortal pains remove. 
To which all worldly blessings else are toys. 
I saw them readv for departure standi 
'Just when approach'd the monarch of our lafid, 
And took the charming mourner by the hand. 
T* express all noblest officer he strove. 
Of royal goodness, and a brothe/s love. 
Then down to the shore«side, 
Where, to convey them, *did two royal barges ridc; 
With solemn peace they past : 
And there so tenderly embraced. 
All griev'd by sympathy to see them part. 
And their kind pains touched each by^stander's 

heart. 
Then hand in hand the pity*d pair 
Turned round, to face their fiite : 
She, e*en amidst afflictions, fair ; 
He, though oppressed, still great* 
Into th' expecting boat with haste they went ; 
Where, as the troubled fiiir one to die shore some 

wishes sent. 
For that dear pledged she had left behind, 
And as her passion grew too mighty for her mind. 
She of some tears her eyes beguilM ; 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay. 
The happy hero kiss'd awaj(r ; 
And as she wept, blush'd with disdain, and 
smird. 
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Straight forth they launch into the high-Bwoia 

Thames: 
The welit^strack oat8 kMre up the yieldiiag streams* 
All fix'd their longing eyes, and wishing steod^ 
Till they were got into the wider flood ; 
Till lessened out of sights, and seen no more, 
T^en sigh'd, and turned into the hated sfame. 



PttaSDRA TO HIPPOLYTUa 



TRAN8JLATSD OUT OF OVID. 



TheseMy the son of JEgeuSj having slain the 
Minotaur, promised to Ariadne^ the daughter 
of Minos and PasiphoSiy for the assistance which 
she gaoe him^ to carry her home with him^ and 
make her his wife : so together with her sister 
PhdBdra they went on board and sailed to Chios^ 
where being warned by Bacchus^ he left Ariadne, 
and fitarried her sister Phadra; who afterwards, 
in Tlieseus her husbands absence, jell in love 
with Hippolytus her son4n4aw, who had vowed 
celibacy J and was a hunter: wherefore since she 
could not conveniently otherwise^ she chose by 
this Epistle to give him an account of her passion. 

IF thou^rt unkind^ I ne'er shall health enjoy^ 
Yet much I ^i»h to thee, my lovely boy : 
Read this, and reading how tny soul is seized, 
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleased : 
Thus secrets safe to farthest shores may move^ 
By letters foes converse, and learn to love. 



442 POEMS ON 

llirice my sad tate^ as I to tell it tried^ 

Upon my falt'ring tongue abortive died : 

Long shame prevaiFd, nor coald be conqaer*d quite^ 

But what I blush'd to speak^ love made me write. 

^is dangVous to resist the power of love. 

The Gods obey him^ and he*s king above : 

He cleared the doubts that did my mind confoand^ 

And promised me to bring thee hither bound : 

Oh may he come, and in that breast of thine 

Fix a kind dart^ and make it flame like mine ! 

Yet of my wedlock vows 1*11 lose no care : 

Search back through all my &me^ thoult find it fiur. 

But love long breeding, to worst pain does turn ; 

Outward unbarm'd, .within, withm I bum! 

As the young bull or courser yet uniam*d. 

When yok'd or bridrd^first) are pinched and maim'd. 

So my unpractised heart in love c^n find 

No rest, th* unwonted weight so toils my mind. 

When young, love's pangs by arts we may remove. 

But in pur rip^r yeare with rage we love. 

To thee I yield then all my dear renown. 

And pr*y thee let's together be undone. 

Who would uQt pluck the new-blown blushing rose, 

Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? 

But if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 

^Esteem for spotless, shall it now be stain'd ? 

Oh in thy love I shall no hazard run ; 

*Tis not a sin, but wheii 'tis coarsely done. 

And now should Juno leave her Jove to me, 

I'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 

Believe me too with strange desires I chi^pge. 

Amongst wild beasts I long with thee to range. 

To thy delights and Delia I incline. 

Make her my goddess too, because she's thine : 

I long to know the woods, to drive the deer. 

And o'er the mountains^ tops my hounds to cheer. 

Shaking my dart ; then, the chase ended, lie 

Stretch'd on the grass : and wouldst not thou be t^f 
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Oft in light chariots I with pleasure ride. 
And love myself the furious steeds to guide. 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild I stray. 
Or old Cybele's priests^ as mad as they. 
When under Ida's hill they ofTrin^ pay : 
E'en mad as those the deities of night 
And water. Fauns and Dryads do slight. 
But still each little interval I gain, 
Easily find 'tis love breeds all my pain. 
Sure on our race love like a fate does fall. 
And Venus will have tribute of us all. 
Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came. 
And, to a bull transform'd, enjoy'd the dame : 
She, like my mother, languish'd to obtain. 
And fill'd her womb with shame as well as pain : 
The faithless Tlieseus by my sister's aid 
The monster slew, and a safe conquest made : 
Now in that family my right to save, 
I am at last on the same terms a slave : 
'Twas fatal to my sister, and to me. 
She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee. 
Let monuments of tiiumph then be shown. 
For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 
When first our vows were to Eleusis paid. 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid : 
'Twas there thou didst a perfect conquest gain. 
Whilst love's fierce fever rag'd in ev'ry vein : 
White was thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head ; 
A modest blush thy comely face o'erspread. 
That face which may be terrible in arms. 
But graceful seem'd to me, and full of charms : 
I love the man whose fashion's least his care. 
And hate my sex's coxcomb fine and fair; 
For whilst thus plain thy careless locks let fly, 
Th' unpolish'd form is beauty in my eye. 
If thou but ride, or shake the trembling dart, 
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 
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To see thee ^oke the jav'lih mov^ delight^ 

And all tkou dost is lovely in my sight : 

But to the woods thy cruelty tesigii. 

Nor treat it with so poe^r a life as mhie : 

Must cold ]>iana be adored alone ; 

Must she have all thy vows and Venus none ? 

That pleasure palla^ if 'tis enjoyed too long ; 

Love makes the wewy fiirm^ tjbue fi^ble «troiig» 

For Cynthia's sake unbend and ease thy b<w ; 

Else to thy tfm 'twill weak and useless grow. 

Famous was Gephalus in wMd and plain. 

And by him many a boar aad pard was slaiQ» 

Yet to Aurora's love he did indine^ 

Who wisely left old age for youth lilae thine* 

Under the spreading shades her am'rous boy. 

The fair Adonis, Venus.- could enjoy; 

Atlanta's love too Melesger sought. 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught: 

Be thou and I the next blest sylvan pair ; 

Where love's a stranger, woods but deserts are. 

With thee, through dangVous ways unknown before, 

I'll rove, and fearless face the dreadful boar. 

Between two seas a little isthmus lies. 

Where on each side the beating billows rise. 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet. 

More blest and pleai^'d than in my native Crete. 

As we could wish, old Theseus is away 

At Thessaly, where always let him stay 

With his Pirithous, whom Well I see 

Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus express'd his hate ; 

We both have suffer d wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother first he cruelly did slay. 

Then from my sister falsely ran away ; 

And left expos'd to ev'ry beast a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a son so brave. 
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From crad Ibeaeas yet her '4eath did Bttil 

Nor thoi^h she gan him thee, could make him^itidi 

Unwedded too ke murder'd her in 9pfte, 

To bastardiae^ snd rob thee of tlr^ ;rigbt: 

And if, to wvong thee move, two sons I%3 brdii|^> 

BeMeve it bw and none of Phodra'd ianiJt : 

Itethdr, thou fiurest thing tbeeartb ooHteins, 

I wish at first rd^dicd^of' molfaei^k pains : 

How canst tiKm revVence then tbf Other's bed. 

From which himself so abjectly is^ >fied ? 

ThethoQght affrights^ Dot me, biitme loflisiaes; * 

Mother and «on are notions, very names 

Of -woriM^at^iety^ in fasbicMi then 

When old ^dBu Sutum mrd the race of men ; ' 

But braver Jove taught plMsure* was no sin, 

And with his sister did hinvself begin. 

Nearness df blood, and kindred bmrt^wepvovei 

When we^Kpress it 'in 4ihe closest iovQ. 

Nor need we fear our fimlt sjioiild be reveaFdy 

'Twill unider near relation be conceaPd r 

And all who hear our loves, wiih* praise shall orbwn 

A mother's kindness to a grat^l son. 

No need' at iniidnight in ^e dark to stray, 

T unlock the gates, and cry. My love, nns way, 

No busy spies our pleasures to betray. 

But in one house, as heretofore, we'll live. 

In public kisses take ; in public, give ; 

Though in my bed Jthou'rt seen, 'twill gain applause 

From all, whilst none have seiike to^guess the cause: 

Only msj^eihaflte, nftd ktithj^leagueibe w^'d ; 

So mJiy my tyrant love to thee be kind. 

For this I am an humble -suppliant grown : 

Now where are all my boasts of greatness gone ? 

I swore'I ne'er would yield, resolved to fight, • 

Deceiv'd by love, thatf s seldom in the right : 

Now on myown I crawl, to-dasp thy knees ^ 

What's decent- no true lover cares or sees : 
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Shame^ like a beaten soldier, leaves the plaoe^ 
But beauty's blushes still are in my face. 
Fomve this fond confession which I make. 
And then some pity on my sufferings take. 
What though *midst seas my father's empire lies ? 
Though my great grandsire thunder from the does t 
What though my rathet's sire, in beams dress'd gay^ 
Drives round the burning chariot of the day? 
Theif honour M in me to love's a slave. 
Then though thou wilt hxA me, their honour save: 
Jove's famous island^ Crete, m dow'r I'll bring. 
And there shall my:Hippolytus be king: 
For Venus' sake then h^r and grant my prayer. 
So may'st thou never loVe a scornful fair ; 
In fields so may Diana grace thee still. 
And ev'ry wood affi>rd thee game to kill ; 
So may the. Mountain: Gods land satyrs all 
Be kind ; so may the boar before thee fall ; 
So may the water-nymphs in heat of day. 
Though thou their sex despise, thy thirst allay. 
Millions of tears to these my "pray'rs I join. 
Which as thou read'st with, those dear eyes of thine. 
Think that diou : s^'st the stmains that flow from 
•, mme. ' 
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TO MR. CREECH, 

UPON m% TRANSLATtOK Of JLUCRETIUS* 



r ' 

Sir, when, your boQk the fir^t time came abroad, 
I must confess I stood amaz'd and aw'd ; 
For, as to some good-nature I pretend, 
I fear'd to res^d lest I should npt commend. 
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Lucretius Englished! 'twas. a work might shake ^ 

The pow'r of English verse to undertake^ 

This all men thou^t, but you are bom> we find» 

T* out-do the expectations of mankind ; 

Since youVe so well the noble task perform*d^ 

lEnvy's appeased, and prejudice disarmed : 

For when the rich original we peruse. 

And by it try the metal you produce ; 

Thougn there indeed the pui:est ore we find^ 

Yet still in you it something seems refin d : 

Thus wh^n the great Lucretius gives a loose^ 

And lashes to her speed his fiery Muse ; 

Still with him you maintain an equal pace. 

And bear full stretch upon him all the race $ 

But when in rugged way we find him rein 

His verse, and not so smooth a stroke maintain ; 

There the advantage he receives is found, 

By you taught temper, and to choose his ground: 

Next, his philosophy youVe so expressed. 

In genuine terms so plain, yet neatly dressed. 

Those, murd'rers that now mangle it all day 

In schools, may learn from you the easy way 

To let us know what they would mean and say : ' 

If Aristotle- s friends will shew the grace. 

To wave for once dieir statute in that case. 

Go on then, sir, and since you could aspire. 

And reach this height, aim yet at laurels higher : 

Secure great injured Maro from the wrong, 

He unredeemM has laboured with so long 

In Holborn rhyme, and lest the book should iail, 

Expos'd with pictures to promote this sale ; 

So tapsters set out signs, for muddy ale^ 

You're only able to retrieve his doom. 

And make him here as iam*d as once at Rome : 

For sure when Julius first this isle subdued. 

Your ancestors then inix*d with. Roman blood ; 
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Some near allied to that whence (MA came, 

Virgil and Horace, those three soma of ikme ; 

Since to their memory it is so true^ 

And shews their poetry so much in yea. 

Go oh in pity to this wretehed isle^ 

Which ignorant poetasters <do defile^ 

With lousy madrigals ibr lynck verse ; 

Instead of comedy with iiast^ fiiroe. 

Would Plautus, Terence^ e'er Imve heea so lewd 

T have dress'd Jack-pudding up to catch ibe'Ctami} 

Or Sophocles five tedious acts have made, 

To shew a whining fool in love betrayed 

By some false friend or slippery chambermaid ; 

Then ere he hangs himseUF bemoans his fidl 

In a dull speech, and that itne language call*? 

No, since we live in ^ucha fulsome age. 

When nonsense loads the press, and^choket the stage; 

When blockheads will claim wit in 'nature's spite. 

And every dunce that starves, presumes te« write,. 

Exert yourself, defend the Muse's cause. 

Proclaim their right, and ^maintain their ]skvn. 

Make the dead ancients ^speak the British tongue 

That so each chattering daW'Who«aims at aoi^. 

In his own mother-^tongue may ^humbly read 

What engines yet are wanting^ in his head, n 

To make him equal to the mighty dead* 

For of all nature's works we most^hoold aoom 

The thing who thinks ^himsdf apoetibom ; 

Unbred, untaught, he rb3rmes^ yet hardly spells. 

And senselessly, as squirrels jingle rbells. 

Such things, sir, here abound; may therefi>re yoB 

Be ever to your friends, the Muses, true : 

May our defects be by your powers supplied. 

Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride. 

Till, by your pen restored, in triumph bomei, 

The majesty of poetry return. 
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Spoken upon his Royal Highness the Duke of 
York's coming to the Theatre , Friday y April 
21, 1682. _ • 

WHEN too much plenty, luxury, and ease, 
Had surfeited this isle to a disease ; 
When noisome blains did its best parts overspread, 
And on the rest their dire infection shed ; 
Our great physician, who the nature knew 
Of the distemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix*d for three kingdoms quiet (sir) on you : 
He cast his searching eyes o*er all the frame. 
And finding whence before one sickness came. 
How once before our mischiefs fbster*d were. 
Knew well your virtue, and applied you there i 
Where so your goodness, so your justice sway*d. 
You but appeared, and the wild plague was stayed. 

When, from the filthy dunghill-raction bred. 
New form'd rebellion durst rear up its head, 
Answer me all : Who struck the monster dead? 

See, see, the injured prince, and bless his name. 
Think on the martyr from whose loins he came : 
Think on the blood was shed for you before, 
And curse the parricides that thirst for more. 
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware : 
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there. 
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve ; 
He wears a sword will justify your love. 
With blood still ready for your good t'expend. 
And has a heart that ne'er forgot his friend. 

His duteous loyalty before you lay, 
And learn of him, unmurmYmg to obey. 
Think what he has borne, your quiet to restore ; 
Repent your madness, and rebel no more. 

No more let Boutefeu's hope to lead petitions, 
Scriv'ners to be treasurers ; pedlars, politicians : 
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Nor every fool, whose wife has tripp'd at courts 
Pluck up a spirit^ and turn rebel for't. 

In. lands where cuckolds multiply like ours^ 
What prince can be too jealous of their powers^ 
Or can too often think himself alarmed ? 
TheyVe malecontents that every where go arm'd ; 
And when the horned herd's together got, 
Nothiag portends a commonwealth like that. 

CJast, cast your idols off, your gods^ of wood. 
Ere yet Philistines fatten with your blood : 
Renounce your priests of Baal with amen fiices, 
Your Wapping feasts, and your Mile-End hi^ 
places. 

NaiVall your medals on the gallows post, . 
In recompence th' original was lost: 
At these illustrious shrines repentance pay. 
In his kind hands pour humble offerings lay : 
Let royal pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th* atoning brother of your ans^er^d lord : 
He only b^ngs a medicine fit to assaage 
A people's folly, and rouzM monarch's rage. 
An infant prince yet lab'ring in the womb. 
Fated with wondrous happiness to come. 
He goes to fetch the mighty blessings home : 
Send all your wishes with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it safely there. 
The seas, like what they'll carry, calm and fair : 
Let the illustrious mother touch our land 
Mildly^ as hereafter may her son command ; 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to shore. 
With kind assurance she shall part no more. 

Be the majestic babe then smiling born^ 
And all good signs of fate his birth adorn. 
So live and grow, a constant pledge to stand. 
Of Caesar's love to an obedient land. 



I 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 4ffi 



Spoken to Her Rotal Highness on her Return 
Jhm Scotland, in the Year l682^ 

ALL you, who this day's jubilee attend^ 

And every loyal Muse*8 loyal friend ; 

That come to treat your longing wishes here^ 

Turn your desiring eyes, and feast them there. 

Thus falling on your knees with me implone. 

May this poor laiid ne*er lose that presence more. 

But if theiie any in tins circb be. 

That come so curs*d to envy what they see t 

From the vain fool that would be great too soon. 

To the dull knave that writ the last lampoon ! 

Let such, as victims to that beauty's fame. 

Hang their vile blasted heads, and die with shame. 

Our mighty blessiug is at last retum'd. 

The joy arriv'd for which so long we mourn'd . 

From whom our present peace we expect increased, 

And all our future generations bless'd : 

Time, have a care : bring safe the hour of joy, 

When some bless'd tongue proclaims a royal boy : 

And when 'tis born, let Nature's hand be strong ; 

Bless him with days of strength, and make them 

long ; 
Till chargM with honouis we behold him stand. 
Three kingdoms' banners waiting his command, ' 
His father's conquering sword within; his. hand: . \ 
Then th' English lions in the air advance, . 
And with them roaring music to the dance. 
Carry a quo warranto into France. 
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THE SIXTEENTH ODE OF THE 

SECOND BOOK OF HORACE. 

IN storms when clouds the moon do hide^ 

And no kind stars the pilot gaide, 

Shew me at sea the boldest therey 

Who does not wish for quiet here. 

For quiet (friend) the soldier fights^ 

Bears weary marches, sleepless nights^ 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold. 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and power too weak we find. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of state 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait. 

Happy the man with little bless'd. 

Of what his father left possessed ; 

No base desires corrupt his head. 

No fears disturb him in his bed. 

What then in life, which soon must end. 

Can all our vain designs intend } 

From shore to shore why should we run. 

When none his tiresome self can shun -? 

For baneful care will still prevail. 

And overtake us under sail : 

'Twill dodge the great man's train behind. 

Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind. 

If then thy soul rejoice to-day. 

Drive far to-morrow's cares away. 

In laughter let them all be drown'd ; 

No perfect good is to be found. 

One mortal feels fate's sudden blow. 

Another's ling'ring death comes slow ; 

And what of life tiney take firom thee, 

The Gods may give to punish me. 
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Thy portion is a weallthy {ltock> 

A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock^ 

Horses and chariots for thy ease. 

Rich robes to deck and make thiee please: 

For me a little cell I choose. 

Fit for my mind, fit for myMuse^ 

Which sofl content does best adorn, 

Shunning the knaves and fools I scorn. 



THE COMPLAINT. 

A SONG TO A SCOTCH TUNE. 



I LOVE, I doat, I rave with pain, 

No quiet* s in my mind. - 
Though ne*er eould be a happier swain^ 

Were Sylvia less unkind. 
For when, as long her chains IVe worn, 

I ask relief from smart. 
She only gives me looks of scorn ; 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly store. 

May offer heaps of gold. 
But surely I a Heaven adore. 

Too precious to be sold ; 
Can Sylvia such a coxcomb prize^ 

For wealth and not desert. 
And my poor sighs and tears despise ? 

Alas, 'twill break my heart I 
When like some panting, hov'ring dove^ 

I for my bliss contend, 
And plead the cause of ea^r love. 

She coldly calls me mend. 
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Ah| Sylvia I thus in vain you: jitriv/e 

To act a healer*s paiti ; 
Twill keep but lingering p*in^ «live> 

Alas I and br^ my beant. 

When on my lonelT^j^^sinre.bed^ 

I lay me down to reist^ 
In hope to c^m my raging Jliead^ 

And cool my burning breast^ 
Her cruelty all ease denies } 

With some jsad dream I starts 
All drowned in tears Ifind-my eyes,- 

And bres^ipg fi^liny heart. 

Then risings through th&path I rove 

That leads me where she dwells. 
Where to the sensekss waves my love 

Its mournful story, tells ; - 
With sighs I dei^>>anid.kifts the.dopr. 

Till morning bid^ depart ; 
Then vent te» thousand sighs and more 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

But^ Sylvia, whepi this ponqiieiiCs won^ 

And I am dead and cold. 
Renounce the cruel def^d youVe don^ 

Npr glory when *tisi told ; 
For ev*ry lovely genVoqs maid "^ 

Will take my injutM part. 
And curse thee, ^Ivia^ xVfXk a&aid, 

For breaking my p(¥>r heart* 
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PROLOGUE 

TO CONSTANHN£ TH£ GREAT. 



WHAT think ye meant wise Providence, when £rjst 

Poets were made ? Fd tell you, if I durst. 

That *twas in contradiction to Heaven^s word^ 

That when its spirit o'er the waters stirred. 

When it saw all, and said. That all was good^ 

The creature poet^ was not understood. 

For, were it worth the pains of six long days. 

To mpuljd retailers of dull third-day plays. 

That starve out threescore years in hopes of bays. 

•Tis plain they ne'er were of the iBrst creation,, . 

But came by mere equivocal generation. 

Like rats in ships, without coition bred ; 

As hated too as they are, and unfed. 

Nature their species sure miist needs disown. 

Scarce knowing poets, less by poets known. 

Yet this poor thing, so scorned, and set at nought, 

Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

Disabled wasting whore-masters are not 

Prouder to own the brats they never got. 

Than fumbling, itching rh}rmers of the town, 

T* adopt some base-bom song that's not their own. 

Spite of his state, my lord sometimes descends. 

To please the importunity* of friends. 

The dullest he, thought most for business fit. 

Will venture his bought place to aim at wit ; 

And though he sinks with his emplovs of state. 

Till common sense forsake him, he*ll translsgp* 

The poet and the whore alike complains. 

Of trading quality, that spoil their sains ; 

The lords will write, add ladies will have swains. 
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Therefore^ all you who have male issue born^ 

Under the starving sign of Capricorn, 

Prevent the maAce of their stars in time. 

And warn them early from the sin of rhyme : 

Tell them how Spenser starv'd, how Cowley moum*d^ 

How Butler's faith and service was returned ; 

And if such warning they refuse to take. 

This last experiment, O parents, make ! 

With hands behind them see th* offender tied. 

The parish whip and beadle by his side ; 

Then lead him to some stall that does expose 

The authors he loves most, there rub his nose ; 

Till, like a spaniel lash*d to know command. 

He by the due correction understand 

To keep his brains clean, and not foul the land : 

Till he against his nature learn to strive. 

And get the knack of dulness how to thrive. 
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The Beginning of a Pastoral on the Death of his 

late Majesty. 



WHAT horror's this that dwells upon the plain ? 
And thus disturbs the shepherd*s peaceful reign ? 
A dismal sound breaks through the yielding air^ 
Forewarning us some dreadful storm is near. 
The bleating flocks in wild confusion stray. 
The early larks forsake their wandVing way, 
And cease to welcome in the new-born day. 
Each nymph, possessed with a distracted fear. 
Disordered hangs her loose dishevelFd hair. 
Diseases with her strong convulsions reign : 
And Deities, not known before to pain. 
Are now with apoplectick seizures slain, : 
Hence flow our sorrows, hence increase our fears. 
Each humble plant does drop her silver tears. 
Ye tender lambs stray not so fast away. 
To weep and mourn let us together stay : 
O'er all the Universe let it be spread. 
That now the shepherd of the flock is dead. 
The royal Pan, that shepherd of the sheep, 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep. 
Is gone, ah gone! ne*er to return from death's 

eternal sleep. 
Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly 
Aloft, where the safe milky way does lie ; 
Mopsus, who Daphnis to the stars did sing. 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful strain. 
And tell in notes through all th' Arcadian plain. 
The royal Pan, the shepherd of the sheep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 
Is gone, ah gone! ne'er to return from death's 

eternal sleep. 
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To Madam 



f^mm 



BIY tyrant! 

X. ENDURE too much torment to be silent, and 
have endured it too long not to make the severest 
complaint. I love yoU| I doat on you: desire 
makes me mad when I am near you ; and despair 
when I am from you. Sure^ of all miseries^ love is 
to me the most intolerable: it haunts me in my 
sleep, perplexes me when waking; every melan- 
choly thought makes my fears more powerful ; and 
every delightful one makes my wishes more unruly. 
In all other uneasy chances of a man*s life^ there is 
an immediate recourse to some kind of succour or 
another : in wants, we iEippIy ourselves to pur friends; 
in sickness, to physicians : but love, the sum, the 
total of all misfortunes, must be endured with si- 
lence ; no friend so dear to trust with such a secret, 
nor remedy in art so powerful to remove its anguish. 
Since the first day I saw you, I have hardly enjoyed 
one hour of perfect quiet: I lov'd you early; andf no 
sooner had I beheld that soft bewitching face of 
yours, but I felt in my heart the very foundation 
of all my peace give way : but when you became 
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another's, I must confess that I did then rebel, had 
foolish pride enough to promise myself I would in 
time recover my liberty : in spite of my enslaved 
nature, I swore against myself, I would not love 
you : I afl^ted a resentment, stifled my spirit^ and 
would not let it bend, so much astonce to upbraid 
you, each day it was my chance to see or to b« near 
you : with stubborn sufferance, I resolved to bear 
and brave your power : nay, did it often, too, suc- 
cessfully. Generally 'with wine, or conversation, I 
diverted or appeased the daemon that possessed me ; 
but when at night, returning to my unhappy self, 
to give my heart an account why I had done it so 
unnatural a violence, it was then I always paid a 
treble interest for the short moments of ease which 
I had borrowed; then every treacherous thought 
rose up, and took your part, nor left me till they 
had thrown me on my bed, and opened those sluices 
of tekrs, that were to run till morning. This has 
been for some years my best condition : nay, time 
itself, that decays all things else, has but increased 
and added to my longings. I tell it you, and 
charge you to believe it, as you are generous (which 
sure you must be; for every thing, except your 
neglect of me, persuades^ me that you. are so), even 
at this time, though other arms have held you, and so 
long trespassed on those dear joys that only were my 
due ; I love you with that tenderness of spirit, that 
puritv of truth, and that sincerity of heart, that I 
could sacrifice the nearest friends, or interests, I 
have on earth, barely but to please you : if I bad all 
the world, it should be yours ; for with it I could be 
but miserable, if you were not mine. I appeal to 
yourself for justice, if, through the whole actions of 
my life, I have done any one thing that might not 
let you see how absolute your authority was over 
me. Your commands have been always .sacred to 
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me ; your smiles have always transported me ; and 
your frowns awed me. In short, you will quiokly 
liecome to me the greatest blesping» or the greatest 
curse that ever man was doomed to. I cannot so 
much as look on you without confusipn : wishes and 
fears rise up in war within me, and work a cursed 
distraction thrqugh my soul, that must, I am sure, 
in time, have wretched consequences: you only 
can, with that h^alihg cordial, love, assuage and 
calm my torments ; pity the man then that would be 
proud to die for you, and cannot live without you ; 
a,nd allow him thus far to boast, too, that (take out 
fortune from the balance) you never were beloved or 
courted by a creature that had a nobler orjuster 
pretence to your heart, than the unfortunate (and 
even at this time), weeping, 

Otway. 



To Madam 



In value of your quiet, though it would Be th^ 
utter ruin of my own, I have endeavoured this day 
to persuade myself never more to trouble you ; with 
a passion that has tormented me sufficiently already, 
and is so much the more a torment to me, in that I 

Serceive it has become one to you, who are much 
earer to me than myself. I have laid all the 
reasons my distracted condition would let me have 
recourse to, before me : I have consulted my pride, 
whether, after a rivaFs p<>ssession, I ought to ruin 
all my peace for a woman that another has been 
more blest in, though no man ever loved as I did : 
but love, victorious love, overthrows all that, and 
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tells me^ it is his nature never to remember ; he still 
looks forward from the present hour, expecting still 
new dawnsj new rising happiness ; never looks back^ 
never regards what is past and left behind him, bat 
buries and forgets it quite in the hot fierce pursuit 
of joy before him : I have consulted^ too, my veiy 
self, and find how careless nature was in framing 
me ; seasoned me hastily with all the most violent 
inclinations and desires, but omitted the ornaments 
that should make those qualities become me: I 
have consulted, too, my lot of fortune, and find how 
foolishly I wish possession of what is so precious, all 
the world's too cheap for it; yet still I love, still 
I doat on, and cheat myself, very content, because 
the folly pleases me. It is pleasure to think how 
fair you are, though, at the same time, worse than 
damnation, to think how cruel: why should you 
tell me you have shut your heart up for ever ? it is 
an argument unworthy of yourself, sounds like re- 
serve, and not so much sinceri^ as sure I may 
claim even from a little of your friendship. Can 
your age, your face, your eyes, and your spirit, bid 
defiance to that sweet power ? No, you know better 
to what end Heaven made you, know better how to 
manage youth and pleasure, than to let them die 
and pall upon your hands. I^s me, *tis only me 
you have barred your heart against My sufferings, 
my diligence, my sighs, complaints, and tears, are 
of no power with your haughty nature; yet sure you 
might at least vouchsafe to pity them, not shift me 
off with gross, thick, home-spun fnendship, the 
common coin that passes betwixt worldly interests : 
must that be my lot ! Take it, ill-natured, take it ; 
give it to him who would waste his fortune for you ; 
give it the man would fill your lap with gold, 
court you with offers of vast rich possessions ; give 
it the fool that hath nothing but his money to plead 
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for him : love will have a much nearer relation^ or 
none. I ask for glorious happiness; you bid me 
welcome to your fnendship: it is like seating me at 
your side-table, when 1 have the best pretence to 
your right hand at the foast. I love, I doat, I am 
mad, and know no measure ; nothing but extremes 
can give me ease ; ^e kindest love, or most pro* 
voking scorn : yet even your scorn would not per* 
form the cure ; it might, indeed, take oflp'^e edge 
of hope, but damned despair will gnaw my heart for 
ever. If, then, I am not odious to your eyes, if you 
have charity enough to value the well-being of a 
man that holds you dearer than you can the child 
your bowels are most fond of, by lihat sweet pledge 
of your first softest love, I c^arm, and here conjure 
you to pity the distracting pangs of mine ; pity my 
unquiet days and restless nights ; pity the firenzy 
that' has half possessed my brain already, ana 
makes me write to you thus ravingly : the wretch in 
Bedlam is more at peace than I am I And if I must 
never possess the Heaven I wish for, my next desire 
is (ana the sooner the better), a clean-swept cell, a 
merciful keeper, and your compassion when you 
find me there. 

Think and be generous. 



To Madam 



Since you are going to quit the world, I think 
myself obliged, as a member of the world, to use 
the best of my endeavours to divert you from so ill* 
natured an inclination : therefore, by reason your 
visits will take up so much of this day, I have d^ 
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barred myself the opportunity of watting on you 
thb afternoon, that I may take a time you are more 
mistress, of, and when you shall have more leisure to 
hear, if it be possible for any arguments of mine to take 
plac^ in a heart, I am afraid, too much hardened 
against me. I must confess it may look a litde ex- 
traordinary^ for one under my circumstances to en- 
deavour thie confirming your good opinion of ^ 
world, when it had been much better for me, one of 
us bad never seen it. For nature disposed me, 
froQi my creation, :to love, and my ill fortune has 
condemned me to doat 6n one, who certainly could 
l>ev^jr have been deaf so long to so faithful a passion, 
had liature disposed her, from her creation^ to hate 
any thing bmt me. I beg you to forgive tiiis 
trifling, for I have so many thoughts of this nature, 
that it is impossible for me to take p^A and ink in 
my hand, and keep them quiet^especially when 1 have 
the least pretence to let you know, you are the cause 
of the severest : disquiets that ever touched the 
heart of 

Otway. 



To Madam - 



!■■■■ 1 



Could I see you without passion, or be absent 
from you without pain, I need not bc^ your pardon 
for thus renewing my vows, that I love you more 
than health, or any happiness here or hereafter. 
Eveny thing you do is a new charm to me ; and 
though I have languished for seven long tedious 
years of desire, jealously despairing; yet, every mi- 
nute I see you, I still discover something new and 
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more bewitching. Consider how I love you ; what 
would I not renounce or enterprise for you ? I 
must have you mine^ or I am miserable ; and no- 
thing but knowing which shall be the happy hour, 
can make the rest of my life that is to come tole- 
rable. Give me a word or two of comfort, or 
resolve never to look with common goodness on me 
more ; for I cannot bear a kind look, and after it a 
cruel denial. This minute my heart aches for you: 
and, if I cannot have a right in yours, I wish it 
would ache till I could complain to you no longer. 

Kemember poor OnvAY. 



ss 



To Madam 



You capnot but be sensible that I am blind, or 
you would not so openly discover what a ridiculow 
tool you make of me. I should be glad to discover 
whose satisfaction I was wcrificed to this morning ; 
for I am sure your . own ill-nature could not be 
guilty of inventing such an injury to me, merely to 
tiy how much I could bear, were it not for the sake 
of some ass, that has the fortune to please you : in 
short, I have made it the business of my life to do 
you service, and please you, if possible, by any way 
to convince you of the unhappy love I have for seven 
years toiled under ; and your whole business is to 
pick ill natured conjectures out of my harmless free- 
dom of conversation, to vex and gall me with, as 
often as you are pleased to divert yourself at the 
expense of my quiet. Oh, thou tormentor ! could 
I think it were j^ousy, how should I humble myself 
to be justified ? but I cannot bear the thought of 
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being, made a property either of another man's 
good fortune, or the vanity of a woman that designs 
nothing but to pls^e me. . 

There may be means found, smne time or other, 
to let you know your mistaking. 



5B5S 



To Madam 



You were pleased to send me word you would 
meet me in the Mall this evening, and give me 
further satisfaction, iif the matter you were so unkind 
to charge me with : 1 was there, but found you not: 
and therefore beg of you, as you ever would wsh 
yourself to be eased of the highest torment it woe 
possible for your nature to be sensible of, to let me 
see you some time to--morrow, and send me yrori, 
by tiiis bearer, where, and at what hour^ you will be 
so just, as either to acquit or condemn me ; ibat I 
may, hereafter, for your sake, either bless all your 
bewitching sex ; or, . as often as I henceforth tiunk 
of you, curse womankind for even 
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